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TOO  FAST  TO  LAST. 


CHAPTER  I. 

rpHE  thin  sounding  tick-tock  of  the  clock 
-■-  on  the  high,  intricately  carved  oak 
mantelshelf  of  the  room  in  which  Colonel 
Leferne  and  Jeremiah  Early  were  sitting, 
wlien  the  minute  and  hour  hands  announced 
that  midnight  was  near,  told  its  own  story 
of  being  nearly  worn  out  in  measuring  the 
past.  The  old  clock  had  struck  the  hours  of 
tlie  births  and  the  hours  of  the  deaths  of 
generations  of  the  Lefernes,  and  it  was  now 
about  to  mark  the  time  of  the  introduction 
of  the  last  heir  to  the  ancient  honours  which 
VOL.  iir.  B 


2  TOO  FAST  TO  LAST. 

awaited  him,  in  due  order  of  succession,  just 
twenty-one  years  ago,  neither  more  nor  less. 

At  the  last  stroke  of  the  old  clock,  as  it 
completed  the  hour  of  twelve,  Aubrey 
Leferne  would  attain  his  majority — the  lieir 
of  the  old  knightly  family,  and  the  last  of 
his  race. 

On  the  table,  and  in  front  of  the  lawyer, 
•was  arranged  several  skins  of  parchment 
engrossed  in  black  letters  with  a  phraseology 
too  technical  for  ordinary  comprehension  ; 
but  signifying,  nevertheless,  a  remarkably 
clear  and  conclusive  mode  by  wliich  a 
family  estate,  devised  in  fee  for  ever,  might 
be  disentailed  with  one  stroke  of  the  pen, 
and  sold  to  the  highest  bidder. 

Within  easy  reach  of  Jeremiah  Early  was 
an  inkstand  and  a  small  bundle  of  pens 
bound  with  red  tape.  Selecting  one  with 
care  he  held  it  above  his  head,  between  the 
light  of  the  lamp  and  himself,  and  minutely 
examined  the  nib,  while  now  and  then  he 
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cast  an  impatient  look  at  the  face  of  tlie  old 
clock,  slowly  but  sureh^  approaching  the 
hour  of  twelve. 

"I  was  just  thinking,  Early,"  observed 
the  colonel,  sitting  in  the  dark  shade  throw^n 
by  the  lamp  to  the  further  end  of  the  room, 
and  beating  a  slow,  dull,  monotonous  sound 
on  the  elbow  of  his  chair,  "  what  two  un- 
mitigated scoundrels  we  should  look  on 
canvas,  if  sketched  by  the  master  hand  of 
an  artist !" 

Jeremiah  Early  continued  to  look  at  the 
point  of  the  pen  which  he  held  between  his 
fingers ;  but  gave  no  reply. 

"Within  a  few  minutes,  my  son,"  resumed 
the  colonel,  "  will  be  his  own  master,  and 
the  control  of  his  deeds  and  misdeeds  must 
rest  with  himself  when  those  two  hands  join 
in  pointing  to  the  coming  hour." 

"  I  begin  to  think  that  the  clock  must  be 
slow,"  replied  the  lawyer,  with  a  gesture  of 
impatience. 

B  2 
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"  It  can  scarcely  be  that,"  rejoined  the 
colonel,  with  a  slight  variation  in  the  tune 
still  being  played  on  the  elbow  of  the  chair 
in  which  he  was  seated,  "  for  what  we  are 
about  to  do.  Instead  of  being  near,"  con- 
tinued he,  ''  the  time  could  scarcely  be  too 
distant  for  the  execution  of  an  act  little 
short  of  an  execrable  crime." 

*'  I  have  known  you  to  be  less  scrupulous," 
returned  Jeremiah  Early,  with  a  sneer, 
*Svhen  an  impediment  has  stood  in  the  way 
of  your  interests." 

"Ay!"  added  the  colonel,  with  what 
sounded  like  a  long-drawn  but  stifled  sigh. 
"AVho  shall  tell  the  depth  he  will  reach 
when  he  plunges  into  the  vortex  of  ruin  ?" 

"  You  were  once  the  master  of  the  oppor- 
tunity to  retrieve  your  fallen  fortunes,"  re- 
sponded the  lawyer,  with  mingled  bitterness 
of  tone  and  expression.  ''Perhaps  you 
may  now  feel  what  too  late  means." 

*'You  refer  to   my   Derby  victory,"  re- 
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turned  the  colonel,  clrawiugj  back  the  angles 
of  his  mouth,  and  changing  the  air  to  one 
of  a  lively  kind.  ''  It  was  a  great  race,  and 
brilliantly  won  by  a  first-class  racehorse." 

"I  wish  that  his  neck  or  heart  had  been 
broken  instead  !"  bitterly  ejaculated  Jere- 
miah Early.  '^  Had  you  not  played  that 
trick  with  me  I  should  have  been  a  debtor 
instead  of  a  creditor." 

"  But  in  the  absence  of  the  trick  of  which 
you  complain,"  retorted  the  colonel,  "  I 
should  not  have  been  a  spectator  of  a 
triumph  of  priceless  worth,  and  you  will  do 
me  the  justice  to  recollect  that  the  trick  w\as 
rather  of  a  forced  character  than  chosen. 
You  threatened,"  continued  he,  "if  my 
memory  is  not  treacherous,  to  sell  even  the 
•easy  chair  in  which  I  now  sit,  to  be  cata- 
logued with  the  culinary  pots  and  pans." 

"  I  used  the  threat  as  the  means  to  the 
•end,"  responded  the  lawyer,  surlily,  "  but 
without  intending  to  put  it  into  execution." 
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"No  greater  mistake  could  have  been 
committer],  Early,"  rejoined  the  colonel, 
throwing  his  head  back,  and  looking  at  the 
lawyer  with  half-closed,  sleepy  eyes.  "  I 
invariably  construe  a  plain  signification  from 
plain  language.  If  a  man,"  continued  he, 
''in  speaking  of  a  crowbar  means  a  tooth- 
pick, the  misinterpretation  must  rest  with 
himself." 

"  But  you " 

''  Temporarily  played  the  most  unfortun- 
a.te  of  all  games,"  interrupted  the  colonel, 
"  that  of  fast  and  loose.  My  pecuniary 
interests,  combined  with  the  expressed  de- 
sign of  taking  away  my  easy- chair,  and  the 
whole  of  the  goods  and  chattels  beneath 
tl]is  ancient  roof,  even  to  the  daubs  of 
portraits  of  my  revered  ancestors,  tempted 
me,  Early,"  continued  the  colonel,  in  a  tone 
and  manner  of  the  most  perfect  indolence, 
'*  to  accede  to  your  rascally  proposition, 
and,  in  so  doing,  I   became    a   partner  of 
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a  moiety  of  the  villainy  which  should  have 
transferred  both  at  once  to  the  hands  of 
the  hangman,  under  that  stringent  law 
which  would  have  flatly  denied  us  the  bene- 
fit of  the  clergy." 

The  lawyer  was  about  making  an  observa- 
tion, but  the  colonel's  two  fingers  were  rais- 
ed lancruidlv,  and  the  sicrnal  for  silence  was 
obeyed. 

"When  too  late — as  most  mundane  bene- 
fits are,"  resumed  the  colonel,  "  to  prevent 
your  laying  against  the  Unknown,  on  our 
joint  account,  to  an  extent  not  likely  to  be 
forgotten  on  this  side  of  eternity,  I  was 
tempted  to  change  the  game  from  fast  to 
loose,  and  run  the  horse  to  win." 

Jeremiah  Early,  at  this  juncture,  gave  a 
deep  and  audible  groan,  expressive  of  great 
mental  anguish. 

"  Do  me  the  favour,"  observed  the  colo- 
nel, ''  not  to  repeat  that  uneuphonious  grunt, 
as  it  interferes  with  the  chain  of  my  thoughts. 
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The  temptation,"  continued  he,  "  was  too 
great  tb  be  resisted.  The  chance — the  pro- 
bable chance — of  realizing  the  phantom 
hope  of  my  life  resolved  me,  at  the  last 
moment,  to  withdraw  the  order  I  had 
given,  let  the  consequences  be  what  they 
might." 

Jeremiah  Early  was  about  repeating  the 
^'uneuphonious  grunt ;"  but  two  raised  fin- 
gers operated  as  a  decided  check,  and  it 
died  away  upon  his  lips. 

"  In  the  conclusion  of  this  brief  summary 
of  events  I  shall  not  trespass  upon  your  at- 
tention much  longer,"  said  the  colonel. 
"An  interval  has  taken  place  since  they 
were  recorded  among  the  things  of  the  past, 
and  we  each  know  the  effects  of  the  pre- 
sent, however  questionable  may  be  those  of 
the  unknow^n  future." 

"  AVe  are  both  without  a  single  shilling 
to  call  our  own,"  growled  the  lawyer,  throw- 
ing the  pen  from  his  fingers  on  the  table. 
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*'  Without  a  single  shilling  to  call  our  own !" 
repeated  he. 

"  But  you  had  my  solemn  promise,"  re- 
joined the  colonel,  ''  to  make  things  as 
pleasant  as  possible  at  the  very  earliest 
opportunity.  For  the  sacrifice  made  in  not 
carrying  out  our  iniquitous  fraud,  so  that 
my  personal  ambition  or  vanity  might  be 
gratified,  I  pledged  you  the  honour  of  a 
gentleman  that  to-night  I  would  unhesitat- 
ingly rob  my  son  of  his  birthright." 

"  You  think  he  will  sign  ?"  said  the 
lawyer,  glancing  nervously  at  the  face  of 
the  old  clock. 

"Had  you  not  thought  so,"  returned  the 
colonel,  "there  would  have  been  another 
occupant,  ere  now,  of  my  easy-chair." 

"  But  I'm  asking  what  you  think,"  re- 
sponded Jeremiah  Early,  "  and  at  a  critical 
moment." 

"Like  most  of  the  Lefernes  who  have 
preceded  him,"  added  the  colonel,  with   a 
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smothered  laugh,  "  ray  son  would  require 
httle  persuasion  to  sign  anything — even  his 
own  death  warrant." 

"  Is  he  prepared  for  your  request  ?"  asked 
the  lawyer. 

"I  have  been  in  the  habit  of  receiving 
implicit  obedience  at  the  time  of  giving  my 
orders,"  replied  the  colonel.  "  As  soon  as 
Aubrey  is  of  age  to  act  for  himself,"  con- 
tinued he,  "which,  by  a  ridiculous  fiction  of 
the  law,  will  be  within  one  minute  from 
this  time  of  the  world's  monotonous  and 
stupid  history,  I  will  press  upon  him  the 
paramount  necessity  of  doing  his  affectionate 
duty  to  his  father  by  impoverishing  himself." 

The  first  stroke  of  the  hammer  of  the  old 
clock,  which  had  struck  the  hours  of  the 
births  and  deaths  of  generations  of  the  Le- 
fernes,  now  fell  with  a  clear,  thin,  ringing 
sound  upon  the  ear. 

"  The  moment  has  arrived,"  observed  the 
colonel,  "for  the  consummation  of  our  ras- 
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cality.  Pull  the  bell,  Early,  and  we  will 
learn  if  Aubrey  is  occupied  in  playing  with 
his  doll." 
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CHAPTER  11. 

MR.  SOPPY— Mr.  Thomas  Soppy— ap- 
peared promptly  in  answer  to  the 
summons,  and,  having  entered  the  room  by 
opening  the  door  and  closing  it  gently  be- 
hind him,  stood  in  the  first  position,  with 
his  toes  turned  out,  and  a  blended  air  of 
meek  attention  and  polite  deference. 

"  Where  is  my  son  ?"  inquired  the  colonel. 

Mr.  Soppy  began  to  chafe  the  knuckles  of 
one  hand  with  the  palm  of  the  other. 

''If  I  might  be  permitted  to  give  an 
hopinion,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Soppy,  blandly, 
"without  hoffence  to  either  party,  I  should 
say  that  Master  Aubrey,  being  tired  with 
a-walking  and  a-talking  with  a  certain  young 
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gal  up  and  down  in  front  of  the  daffodils, 
had  gone  to  bed,  having,  of  course,  first 
said  his  prayers  like  a  gentleman." 

Mr.  Soppy  bowed  lowly  as  he  spoke, 
thinking,  with  the  utmost  sincerity,  that  a 
gentleman  saying  his  prayers  ought  to  com- 
mand more  than  ordinary  respect. 

''  They  were  together  when  you  saw  them 
last?"  observed  the  colonel. 

"As  usual,  sir,"  rejoined  Mr.  Soppy, 
plainly,  and  to  the  point. 

"  The  fate  of  the  Lefernes !"  returned 
the  colonel,  in  a  voice  addressed  only  to 
himself.  ''  Always  a  doll,  like  a  syren  on 
the  rock  1" 

''Master  Aubrey,  sir,"  added  Mr.  Soppy, 
"vouchsafed  to  make  a  confidential  com- 
munication." 

"  What  was  it  ?"  asked  the  colonel. 

''In  strict  confidence,  sir,"  replied  Mr. 
Soppy,  continuing  to  rub  the  knuckles  of 
one  hand  with   the  palm  of  the  other,  ''he 
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threatened  that,  if  I  were  watching  his 
movements  to-night  in  order  to  report  them 
to  you,  he'd  punch  my  nose." 

"I  could  scarcely  have  rebuked  him  from 
carrying  his  threat  into  execution,"  added 
the  colonel.  "  Knowledge  is  power,"  con- 
tinued he,  ''and  my  son  knows  how  to 
punch  a  nose  scientifically." 

*'  I  can  bear  testimony  to  that,  sir,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Soppy,  "  having  had  tears  brought 
into  my  heyes  from  a  straight  shot  from  the 
shoulder  more  than  once." 

"You  say  that  my  son  has  retired  to 
rest  ?"  said  the  colonel. 

"As  a  matter  of  A{?pinion,  sir,"  responded 
Mr.  Soppy,  "  I  should  say  that,  at  the  pres- 
ent moment,  he  is  between  the  sheets  and 
blankets." 

"Get  a  lamp," rejoined  the  colonel,  "and 
show  the  way  to  his  room." 

Having  the  means  ready  at  hand,  Mr. 
Soppy  promptly  appeared   bearing  a  small 
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lamp  of  antique  shape,  the   flame  of  which 
flickered  with  a  pale,  uncertain  light. 

"Now,  Early,"  said  the  colonel,  rising 
from  his  chair  and  stretchincr  out  his  arms 
above  his  head,  "  let  us  earn  tlie  reward  of 
two  execrable  scamps.'' 

Jeremiah  Early  made  no  reply,  but 
gathering  together  the  skins  of  parchment 
on  tlie  table,  and  the  pen  with  the  finely- 
pointed  nib  v/hich  he  had  selected,  he  also 
rose  from  his  chair,  and  followed  in  the 
wake  of  the  colonel  as  he  quitted  the  room, 
the  van  being  led  by  Mr.  Soppy,  wdio  carried 
in  his  hand  the  lamp  of  antique  shape. 

Mr.  Thomas  Soppy 's  nerves  were,  per- 
haps, never  of  the  strongest,  and  from  in- 
creasing infirmities,  and  circumstances  over 
which  he  had  not  the  slightest  power,  both 
the  natural  and  supernatural  causes  of  his 
fears  became  greater  as  he  grew  older,  and 
he  knew  of  but  one  spot  of  peaceful  rest, 
and  that  was  the  fiat  bosom  of  his  wife  with 
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Ins  eyes  closed.  As  he  led  the  way  through 
the  long,  dark  passages,  Avith  tlie  flickering 
flame  of  the  lamp  momentarily  threatened 
to  be  extinguished  by  the  strong  drauglits 
of  air  which  swept  through  them — the 
family  portraits  frowning  and  scowling  upon 
him  as  he  passed — Mr.  Soppy  felt  strongly 
disposed  to  double  back  upon  his  line  and 
bolt.  The  obstacle  to  this  course,  however, 
was  the  colonel  in  the  immediate  rear,  and 
this  strengthened  him  in  his  resolve  to  go 
on.  Mr.  Soppy  led  the  way,  possessing  at 
the  same  time  an  unusually  strong  desire  to 
bring  up  the  rear,  supposing  the  shade  of  a 
wish  to  exist  concerning  his  most  reluctant 
presence,  let  the  position  be  where  it  might. 
The  small  procession  having  gone  in  a 
straight  line  where  it  was  practicable,  and 
turned,  twisted,  and  twined  where  it  was 
not,  arrived  at  length  at  the  closed  door  of 
the  apartment  occupied  by  Aubrey  Leferne 
as  his  dormitory  since  he  was  an  infant,  not 
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only  in  the  great  goggle  eyes  of  the  Law, 
but  in  the  more  tender  ones  of  Aunt  Mar- 
garet, who,  more  frequently  than  he  sus- 
pected, even  in  his  dreams,  watched  his 
slumber,  and  smiled  with  pleasure  to  see 
him  smiling  in  his  sleep. 

"  Shall  I  knock,  sir  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Soppy, 
turning  half  round  for  instructions  as  he 
held  the  clenched  knuckles  of  his  left  hand 
ready  for  action. 

Greatly  to  his  surprise,  he  received  no 
answer,  and,  just  as  he  was  about  repeating 
the  question,  the  lamp  was  snatched  from 
his  hand  by  Colonel  Leferne,  who  held  it 
at  arm's  length  above  his  head,  and  stood 
as  if  turned  into  stone,  gazing  with  a  fixed 
look  into  the  impenetrable  darkness  be- 
yond. 

"What  v/as  that?"  ejaculated  he,  with 
blanched  features  and  bloodless  lips. 

At  these  words  Mr.  Soppy  appeared  to 
shut  up  like  a  large  telescope,  and  gently 
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to  slide  upon  the  floor,  more  dead  than 
alive,  in  a  heap  of  inexpressible  fear. 

"  I  saw  nothing,"  replied  Jeremiah  Early, 
*'  excepting  our  own  shadows." 

"It  was  no  shadow  that  /saw,"  rejoined 
the  colonel,  moving  forward. 

"  Stay,"  returned  the  lawyer,  placing  a 
hand  upon  the  colonel's  arm  next  to  him. 
"  We  are  here  upon  a  plain  matter  of  busi- 
ness which  admits  of  no  delay.  The  fol- 
lowing of  shadows,"  continued  he,  "  can  be 
postponed." 

"  Do  you  suspect " 

"  I  suspect  nothing,"  interrupted  Jeremiah 
Early ;  "  but  I  want  the  signature  of  your 
son  to  these  deeds,  and  the  time  for  the 
execution  is  now,  and  the  place  here,"  and, 
as  he  spoke,  he  pointed  to  the  door  close 
to  which  they  were  still  standing. 

For  a  few  brief  moments  Colonel  Leferne 
appeared  undecided  how  to  act  or  what  to 
do.     He   still   stood   with    the    lamp    held 
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^above  his  head,  staring  into  the  darkness, 
motionless  and  silent. 

"  Shall  I  or  will  you  open  this  door  ?" 
asked  the  lawyer,  preparing  to  turn  the 
handle. 

Reoraininor  consciousness — admittinor  that 
it  had  temporarily  departed — enabled  Mr. 
Soppy  to  understand  that  one  of  his  prero- 
gatives  was  in  danger,  and,  with  a  fine 
conservative  sense  of  his  own  privileges,  he 
determined  not  only  to  assert  his  right  but 
to  maintain  it. 

"  Excuse  me,  sir,"  said  he,  repossessing 
the  noble  position  of  an  upright  and  forked 
animal,  "but  no  one  must  do  that  while  I 
live  and  am  near." 

To  a  signal  now  given  by  the  colonel, 
w^ho  seemed  to  look  and  act  like  one  in  a 
dream,  Mr.  Soppy  applied  gentle  and  noise- 
less force  to  the  handle  of  the  door,  and 
the  procession  of  three  entered  the  apart- 
ment, large,  dark,  and  desolate. 

c2 
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Nothing,  indeed,  could  be  seen  as  they 
entered  but  the  darkness  made  visible  by 
the  lamp  still  carried  by  Colonel  Leferne. 
Upon  a  forward  movement  being  made, 
however,  a  small  bedstead  was  perceptible 
in  the  shade,  and,  as  they  approached  it, 
Mr.  Soppy  would  not  have  felt  surprised — if 
bruised — at  a  hard  substance  coming  in 
contact  with  his  head,  possibly  in  the  shape 
of  a  pair  of  boots ;  but  nothing  broke  the 
utmost  serenity  and  quietude  of  Aubrey 
Leferne's  dormitory,  and,  for  undisturbed 
silence,  it  might  have  been  his  tomb. 

One  wave  of  the  lamp,  however,  revealed 
that  no  head  had  pressed  upon  the  pillow 
that  night. 

*'  What  does  this  mean?"  asked  Jeremiah 
Early,  with  a  suspicious  frown. 

"  That  my  son  not  being  in  his  bed," 
replied  the  colonel,  "  we  must  seek  him 
elsewhere.  Nothing  can  be  plainer  or  more 
easy  of  comprehension." 
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"  I  was  led  to  believe  that  I  should  find 
him  here,"  rejoined  the  lawyer,  in  a  tone 
which  seemed  to  convey  a  reserved  but 
revengeful  meaning. 

*'  And  you  now  know,"  returned  the 
colonel,  in  a  manner  which  left  little  doubt 
that  his  humour  was  quite  equal  to  the 
occasion,  "  that  you  were  misled.  Have 
you  anything  more  to  say  or  for  me  to 
infer?"  and,  as  he  spoke,  he  made  one 
stride  towards  Jeremiah  Early  which 
brought  them  close  together,  face  to  face. 

For  a  moment  Jeremiah  Early  met  the 
colonel's  steadfast,  passionate  look ;  but  it 
was  more  than  he  could  bear  longer,  and 
his  eyes  drooped  beneath  the  gaze. 

"  I'm  not  in  the  vein  to  submit  to  insult," 
continued  he,  "  as  you  will  soon  discover  if, 
by  word  or  gesture,  you  dare  offer  one." 

As  the  colonel  spoke,  the  lawyer  might 
have    thoucrht    that    he    was    one    of    the 

o 

knightly  Lefernes  in   the  portrait  gallery, 


22  TOO    FAST  TO  LAST. 

placing  lance  in  rest  read}^  for  a  tilt,  so 
strangely  like  was  the  fierce  expression  of 
the  past  and  the  present. 

*'  You  think,"  resumed  the  colonel,  "  that, 
in  not  finding  my  son  here,  some  deception 
has  been  practised  ;  but,  for  your  own  safety,, 
you  had  better  dispel  that  thought  at  once 
and  for  ever." 

^'Then  let  him  be  found,"  quietly  sug- 
gested Jeremiah  Early.  '*  Your  engage- 
ment of  many  years'  standing,"  continued 
he,  ^'  was  to  have  these  deeds  signed  by 
Aubrey  Leferne  on  the  night  and  at  the 
hour  he  came  of  age.  That  is  all  I  want  in 
justice  to  yourself  and  me." 

"  But  what  shall  be  said  as  to  him  ?" 
returned  the  colonel,  with  a  sneer  of  con- 
tempt. 

"  I'm  not  here  to  discuss   the  interests  of" 
others,"  added  the  lawyer,  sullenly,   "  but 
to  support  my  own." 

"  Perhaps,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Soppy,  in  tremu- 
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lous  accents,  as  he  produced  a  sealed  letter, 
*'  this  may  hexplain  something.  I  found  it 
lying  on  that  table,"  continued  he,  pointing 
to  one  within  a  few  feet  of  where  he  stood, 
'^  and  which  I  daresay  I  should  have  seen 
before  had  I  possessed  the  heyes  of  a  cat." 

It  was  short  work  to  clutch  the  letter 
from  Mr.  Soppy's  hand,  and  as  Colonel  Le- 
ferne  tore  it  open,  and  eagerly  scanned  the 
contents,  the  lawyer  was  shrewd  enough  to 
see  that  no  deception  was  being  practised. 

"  To-night, "  read  the  colonel,  as  the 
lamp  threw  a  pale,  dim  ray  on  the  paper, 
"I  am  my  own  master,  and,  fretful -of 
control,  I  have  left  to  *  live  ivitli  will  un- 
fetterecV — it  must  be  for  long,  and  it  may 
be  for  ever. 

"  Aubrey  Leferne." 

The  letter  fell  mechanically  from  the 
colonel's  fingers,  as  he  turned,  with  a  stead- 
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fast  look,  to  gaze  in  bewildered  silence  at 
Jeremiah  Early. 

**  We  are  ruined  !"  gasped  the  lawyer  in 
despair — '^  both  are  ruined  !" 
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CHAPTER  III. 

rpHE  soft,  balmy  air  of  Italy,  breathed  in 
J-  her  island  home  of  Capri,  had  not 
added  to  the  fresh  tint  on  the  cheeks  of 
Ivy  Girling.  Many  long,  weary  months  had 
passed  since  she  arrived,  a  stranger  in  a 
strange  land,  accompanied  by  him  who  left 
his  home  to  "  live  with  will  unfettered," 
and  it  had  not  escaped  Aubrey  Leferne's 
notice  that  the  colour  which  he  had  admired 
so  Ions;  bef]fan  to  fade  too  soon.  Pale  and 
paler  still  the  white  rose  began  to  usurp 
the  place  of  the  red,  and  often,  when  try- 
ing to  look  most  happy  by  his  side,  she 
looked  most  sad.  He  had  given,  however, 
no  cause  for  her  to  blame  or  reproach  him. 


26  TOO  FAST  TO  LAST. 

His  promise  to  be  kind  to  her  had  been 
strictly  kept,  and,  if  somewhat  wearied  with 
the  practice,  he  had  done  his  best  to  con- 
ceal the  feeling  from  her,  with  what  result 
was  only  known  silently  to  herself. 

High  up  on  the  rock-ribbed  shore,  over- 
looking the  bay  which  in  the  calm  of  a 
summer's  night  reflected  like  a  mirror  the 
stars  glistening  above,  they  had  made  their 
home,  chosen  for  its  being  secluded,  and  by 
itself.  In  the  distant  outline  was  the  coast 
of  Sorrento,  while  Vesuvius  and  Mount  St. 
Angelo  rose  in  bold  relief,  and  stood  out 
like  towering  and  frowning  giants.  The 
vine-crowned  hill  of  the  Vomero,  with  the 
convent  spires  of  Mount  Camaldoli,  and  the 
dark  groves  surrounding  the  villas  beneath, 
formed  a  scene  upon  which  Ivy  s  gaze  had 
often  rested  with  admiration  mingled  with 
sorrowful  thoughts  of  home. 

Home  ?  God  help  her !  she  had  no 
home. 
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Such  in  her  heart  was  the  answer  to  the 
thought. 

One  night  they  sat  looking  from  the 
verge  of  the  cliff,  as  they  had  often  looked 
before,  at  the  beautiful  lake-like  bay  before 
them,  and  listening  to  the  barcaroles  and 
Neapolitan  airs  played  and  sung  by  those 
gayer  in  spirits  than  themselves  in  the  dim, 
fadins;  shades  of  twilight. 

"  Do  you  see  that  boat,  Aubrey  ?"  said 
Ivy,  placing  a  hand  in  one  of  his,  and  draw- 
ing his  attention  to  a  vessel  gliding  past  in 
the  distance,  leaving  a  long,  silvery  track  in 
her  wake,  as  if  her  course  was  to  be  marked 
for  ever  on  the  waves. 

Yes,  he  saw  it,  and  was  condescendinsr 
enough  to  say  so. 

''That  bright  shining  line,"  rejoined  Ivy, 
*'  behind  her  Avhite  sails,  which  look  like 
the  broad,  outspread  wings  of  a  swan,  puts 
me  in  mind  of  something,  Aubrey." 

"  Does  it?"  returned  he,  carelessly. 
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''  It  seems,"  she  continued,  with  a  heaving 
breast — but  the  sigh  as  it  rose  was  checked 
— "  like  the  memory  of  past  happiness." 

"Whatever  has  gone,"  added  Aubrey 
Leferne,  "  possesses  but  little  interest  for 
me." 

An  interval  of  silence  now  took  place, 
while  her  hand,  still  resting  in  his,  might 
have  been  one  that  he  had  never  pressed. 

*'  You  begin  to  feel  as  I  do,  I  suppose," 
continued  he,  ''tired  of  this  slow  existence." 

Ivy  withdrew  her  hand  as  if  an  adder 
had  stung  it ;  but  he  took  no  notice  of  the 
action.  It  was  a  matter  of  indifference  to 
him,  and  whether  left  or  removed  he 
appeared  neither  to  know  nor  care. 

"  Coming  here  as  we  did,"  resumed  he, 
"  how  or  why  I  can  scarcely  tell,  excepting 
that  you  meant  to  run  away  with  me  as 
soon  as  you  could,"  continued  Aubrey,  with 
a  laugh  which  jarred  harshly  on  her  ear, 
*'  with  an  exchequer  too  low  to  be  agree- 
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able  upon  our  arrival,  and  which  has  gradu- 
ally become  lower,  notwithstanding  our 
ascetic  fare,  principally  of  fish  caught  by 
myself  and  fruit  gathered  by  you,  I  know 
that  the  poetry  of  our  Capri  life,  Ivy, 
mast  give  place  to  the  history  of  stern 
reality." 

She  listened  attentively,  but  said  nothing. 

''  Like  the  Prodigal  Son,"  continued 
Aubrey,  in  a  tone  of  levity,  ''I  must  return 
to  my  father,  and  make  an  eloquent  speech 
relating  to  my  misdeeds,  hoping  for  forgive- 
ness and  money." 

"You  said,"  observed  Ivy,  in  a  voice 
scarcely  above  a  whisper,  "that  you  must 
return.     Am  I  not  to  accompany  you?" 

"  If  it  were  possible.  Ivy,"  responded  he, 
with  the  hesitation  of  one  knowing  that  the 
lie  was  in  his  heart,  "you  should  as  a 
matter  of  course  ;  but  the  means  are  not  at 
my  command." 

*'  What,  then,"  she  returned,  in   a   soft, 
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supplicating  voice,  while  a  hand  seemed 
instinctively  to  seek  one  of  his,  ''  is  to 
become  of  me  ?" 

"  Oh  !"  exclaimed  Aubrey  Leferne,  with 
a  laugh,  which  sounded  light  and  gay, 
"  you  must  sit  and  watch  and  weep,  singing 
plaintive  songs,  and  doing  the  love-sick  lady 
for  the  return  of  her  knight.  Old  stories 
tell,"  continued  he,  still  laughing,  "that  the 
beautiful  and  the  best  have  had  to  undergo 
similar  trials  of  patience  with  some  of  my 
ancestors." 

In  the  fast  darkening  shades  of  evening 
he  might  not  have  seen  the  pallor  which 
spread  itself  over  Ivy's  features  from  brow 
to  chin ;  but  it  liad  the  hue  of  one  whose 
heart  had  ceased  to  beat. 

"  It's  very  unpleasant,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing,"  continued  Aubrey,  "to  be  compelled 
to  leave  you,  Ivy,  even  for  a  siiort  time  ; 
but  what  is  to  be  done  ?" 

She  was  as  mute  and  inanimate  as  the  dead. 
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"We  have  been  in  this  Paradise  to- 
gether," resumed  Aubrey,  "  in  what  may  be 
called  an  undisturbed  state  of  heavenly 
bliss  for  some  months,  and  the  time  having 
arrived  for  a  change  we  must  be  prepared 
for  it.  Nothing  lasts  for  an  indefinite  time. 
Ivy,  as  I  told  you  when  a  fellow  on  the 
sixth  form." 

"You  told  me  a  thousand  times,''  replied 
Ivy,  in  a  weak,  faint  tone,  but  he  heard 
each  syllable  with  painful  distinctness, 
"  that  your  love  for  me  would  never 
change." 

"  To  be  sure  I  did,"  rejoined  he,  "  and 
I'm  ready  to  make  the  number  a  couple  of 
thousand,  beginning  now,  if  that  will  please 
you." 

A  deeply  drawn  sigh  was  her  only 
response. 

*'  What  greater  proof  of  my  affection 
could  you  have,"  resumed  Aubrey,  ''  than 
my  running  aw^ay  on  the  very  night  of  my 
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coining  of  age,  and  bringing  you  here  where 
we  have  lived  together,  Ivy,  without  the 
separation  of  an  hour?" 

She  listened,  but  said  nothing. 

"In  a  hut  built  for  a  common  Capri 
fisherman — beautifully  situated,  I  admit," 
continued  he,  "  I  have  been  as  patient  as 
possible,  and  never  grumbled  once  at  our 
rough  quarters,  or  the  fare  better  adapted 
for  a  peasant  than  a  gentleman." 

His  thoughts  being  of  himself  exclusivelyy 
there  was  now  no  reference  to  her. 

"  But  in  leaving  your  home  for  this,"  re- 
plied Ivy,  with  a  reproachful  look,  but  it 
was  lost  upon  him,  for  his  head  was  turned 
aside,  "  you  caused  me  to  leave  mine." 

''  Pray  don't  argue  when  there's  no  differ- 
ence of  opinion  upon  an  admitted  fact,"  re- 
joined Aubrey,  with  irritation  in  tone  and 
manner.  "  I  asked,  pleaded,  pressed,  pray- 
ed— if  you  like  it  better — for  you  to  go 
with  me,  otherwise  there  would  have  been 
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no  temptation  for  me  to  have  gone,  and  you 
consented,  after  declaring,  girl-like,  in  the 
most  positive  terms,  that  nothing  could, 
would,  or  should  induce  you  to  leave  your 
father.  That's  how  the  matter  confessedly 
stood  between  us,  and  stands  at  the  present 
time." 

"  Concerning  the  past,"  returned  Ivy,  '''  1 
have  nothing  to  bhime  you  for.  You  pro- 
mised much,  and  I  believed  in  all  you  said." 

'*  Which  was  girl-like  in  the  extreme," 
added  Aubrey,  "  and  therefore  anything 
the  opposite  of  sensible.  At  the  same  time," 
continued  he,  ''  I  mean  to  give  no  cause  to 
be  reproached  for  tlie  future.  You  will 
find  in  me.  Ivy,  a  remarkable  descendant  of 
the  Lefernes,  who  kept  strict  faith  in  love 
— his  first  and  only  love." 

"  Speak  not  so  carelessly  of  what  it  has 
been,"  earnestly  pleaded  she,  in  broken 
accents,  "and  what  it  must  be  still,  if  my 
heart  is  not  to  break.'' 

VOL.  III.  D 
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"  I  fully  expected  the  melodramatic  in- 
troduction of  the  broken  heart,"  responded 
Aubrey.  '*  It  is  sure  to  come  in,  like  most 
things  not  wanted,  at  the  improper  place." 

"Do  not  leave  me  here  alone,"  sobbed 
Ivy.      "  I  shall  die  before  your  return." 

Softened,  perhaps,  by  the  too  natural 
expression  of  her  feelings,  Aubrey  placed 
an  arm  around  her  waist,  and,  drawing  her 
head  upon  his  shoulder  to  rest  there,  began 
to  pass  the  ends  of  the  golden  and  cluster- 
ing  tresses  through  his  fingers. 

"  Listen/'  said  he,  and,  as  he  spoke,  lie 
pressed  a  kiss  upon  her 'brow.  ''We  have 
not  the  means  of  remaining  longer  here, 
even  in  the  poor  and  humble  way  in  which 
we  have  lived,  and,  if  we  had,  I  will  not 
deny  that  I  am  weary  for  want  of  change. 
We  must  have  a  new  home,  Ivy,  not  so  flir 
removed  from  the  world,  of  which  neither 
you  nor  I  have  had  the  opportunity  of 
seeinsj   much.      To    effect   this  I   have   no 
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x:)ption  but  to  leave  you.  It  will  not  be 
long  for  you  to  remain  without  me,  as  you 
may  accept  my  solemn  promise  of  returning 
as  quickly  as  circumstances  and  distance  will 
permit." 

"  I  sliall  not — cannot  live  alone  !"  mur- 
mured Ivy,  with  scalding  tears  tracing  deep 
lines  of  sorrow  down  her  cheeks. 

"  We  know  but  little  of  our  own  powers 
until  putting  them  to  the  test,"  replied  he. 
•'  You  will  live  to  welcome  me  back,  Ivy, 
and,  as  I  sail  across  this  bay  again,  you'll 
forget,  in  the  joy  of  meeting,  all  these 
childish  fears." 

She  knew  full  well  that  further  remon- 
strance was  useless.  His  avowed  resolution 
was  to  go,  and  she  knew,  from  a  few  solitary 
pages  of  the  past,  that  her  fate  was  to  be 
left — let  the  result  be  to  her  death  itself. 

"  I  must  seek  my  father- " 

*'  Promise  me  not  to  meet  mine,"  inter- 
rupted Ivy,  with  an  energy  of  expression 

d2 
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which  almost  startled  her  companion,  "or 
there  may  be  murder.  Promise  me  this," 
she  continued,  with  her  hands  clasped  upon 
his  shoulders,  and  looking  with  a  close, 
anxious  gaze  into  his  eyes,  as  if  to  read 
therein  what  might  be  his  destiny  if  that 
interview  took  place. 

''  We  shall  not  meet  from  any  intention 
on  my  part,"  rejoined  Aubrey,  ''  as  un- 
pleasant scenes  are  always  to  be  avoided 
when  practicable ;  but  whoever  attempted 
my  life,"  continued  he,  "  would  run  the 
imminent  risk  of  forfeiting  his  own." 

"  You  would  not  lift  your  hand  against 
my  father?"  exclaimed  Ivy,  with  over- 
whelming horror  at  the  thought. 

"But  once,  perhaps,"  returned  he,  sig- 
nificantly touching  his  breast,  which  con- 
cealed a  weapon  as  ready  for  use  as  a 
wasp's  sting,  *'  if  he  raised  his  against  me." 

She  gave  no  reply;  for,  as  this  threat 
was  made,  all  power  of  speech  seemed  to 
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have  gone,  and,  as  if  paralysed  with  terror 
at  some  foreboding  evil,  she  fell  like  one 
•dead  at  his  feet. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

TN  compliance  with  the  colonel's  mandate 
-■-  to  disentomb  one  of  the  finest  mag- 
nums of  port  buried  in  the  catacombs  of  the 
Hall  of  Greatwood  Park,  Mr.  Soppy  ex- 
ecuted the  order,  without  requiring  further 
particulars,  by  placing  the  time-crusted 
measure  within  easy  reach  of  the  Rev. 
Robert  Roundhead,  who  smiled  graciously 
at  its  introduction,  and  bowed  politely  at 
the  bottle  as  it  was  invitingly  put  before 
him  on  the  table. 

''  You  will  find  that  wine,  Bob,"  familiar- 
ly observed  the  colonel,  *'  exactly  suited  to 
j^our  good  taste,  or  I  am  greatly  mis- 
taken." 
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In  certain  matters  of  a  mundane  kind  the 
vicar  never  allowed  his  judgment  to  be 
warped  by  a  direct  or  indirect  opinion  whe- 
ther interested  or  otherwise,  and,  acting 
upon  this  general  principle  in  the  present 
instance,  he  mechanically  proceeded  to  fill  a 
glass  in  silence  and  raise  it  to  his  lips. 
Slowly,  drop  by  drop,  the  wine  passed  over 
his  palate,  and,  as  it  did  so,  the  warm  tint 
of  inw^ard  satisfaction,  spreading  in  a  glow 
over  his  features,  offered  presumptive  evi- 
dence that  the  critical  decision  was  in  favour 
of  the  quality  being  unexceptionable. 

"  As  you  supposed,  ray  dear  Ned,"  re- 
plied the  vicar,  pursing  his  lips  together  and 
separating  them  with  a  loud  smack,  "  no- 
thing could  more  thoroughly  coincide  with 
my  opinion  of  what  really  grand  wine  should 
be  than  this." 

"  Take  another  glass,  Bob,"  rejoined  the 
colonel. 

The  Rev.  Robert  Roundhead  obeyed  the 
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injunction  without  an  interval  bearing  tlie 
name  of  lengthened. 

*'  It  may  enable  you  to  be  philosophically 
patient  during  the  relation  I  am  about  to 
deliver  in  the  hope  of  relieving  some  ex- 
cessive pressure  here,  Bob,"  and  as  the 
colonel  spoke  he  drew  a  hand  languidly 
across  his  forehead  while  the  other  was  em- 
ployed in  beating  a  phantom  tune  on  the 
table,  for  not  a  note  could  be  heard. 

The  vicar  cleared  his  throat  preparatory 
to  making  a  response  ;  but  two  raised  fin- 
gers rendered  him  mute  at  the  very  moment 
he  was  about  speaking,  and  he  swallowed 
his  words  like  pills,  applying  the  contents 
of  his  glass  to  carry  out  the  convulsive  effort. 

*'  Irrespective  of  troubles  with  which  you, 
Bob,  are  as  well  acquainted  as  myself," 
began  the  colonel,  ''  there  are  things  per- 
plexing me  which  you  know  nothing  of." 

The  vicar  lifted  his  eyebrows  as  a  signal 
of  silent  astonishment. 
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''  Oq  the  night  that  my  son  forgot  his 
filial  duty  by  quitting  his  home  so  uncere- 
moniously," continued  the  colonel,  ^*  and  as 
we  approached  the  door  of  his  chamber,  I 
saw — or  thought  I  saw — in  the  gallery  be- 
yond, that  which  seemed  to  stop  the  pulsa- 
tion of  my  heart." 

A  spasmodic  question  was  on  the  vicar's 
lips ;  but  it  was  effectually  choked  as  the 
two  fingers  again  caught  his  view. 

*'  Our  purpose,  as  you  know,  in  being 
there,"  resumed  the  colonel,"  was  not  of  the 
most  pleasant  kind,  or  one  adapted  to  soothe 
the  nervous  svstem.  Two  srreater  scoun- 
drels  than  myself  and  Jeremiah  Early,"  con- 
tinued he,  "I  can  scarcely, conceive  to  be 
more  diabolically  employed,  and  with  this 
impression  on  an  excited  brain,  I  readily 
admit  what  visionary  effects  might  be.  It 
is  impossible,  however,  to  get  rid  of  facts 
rendered  manifest  to  our  senses  by  specious 
arguments  concerning  unhealthy  vapours  of 
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the  brain.     That  which   our   eyes  behold. 


we  see." 


The  vicar  gave  a  nod  of  silent  approval, 
and,  thinking  it  about  time  to  replenish  his 
glass,  did  so. 

*'You  saw  ray  wife  on  the  night  she 
became  a  mother  ?"  said  the  colonel,  inquir- 
ingly. 

The  Rev.  Robert  Roundhead,  having  raised 
his  glass  in  close  proximity  to  his  lips,  grad- 
ually lowered  it,  and  replaced  it  solemnly 
on  the  table. 

''  He  had." 

That  was  all  he  said. 

Colonel  Leferne's  angry  glance  darting 
beneath  his  knitted  brow,  momentarily  re- 
vealed an  emotion  not  intended  to  be  seen  ; 
but,  as  if  aware  of  the  mistake  committed, 
the  angles  of  his  mouth  w^ere  suddenly 
drawn  back,  and  a  light,  cheerful  air  was 
re-commenced  on  the  table. 

"  You  remember  the  night  and  the  cir- 
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cumstance?"  said  the  colonel,  with  a  smile 
of  his  own  manufacture. 

It  had  not  been  forgotten,  and  never 
would  be.  Such  was  the  substance  of  the 
reply. 

'*  There  were  echoes  of  sufFerincr  not 
likely  to  be  forgotten  by  those  who  heard 
them — eh,  Bob  ?" 

The  effect  of  those  piercing  cries  was  too 
fresh  still,  although  long  years  had  fled 
since  they  were  uttered,  and  the  thought 
w^as  pain  to  him  who  had  listened  to  them, 
little  short  of  agony. 

"  An  unpleasant  recollection,"  observed 
the  colonel,  still  drumming  a  tune  of  a 
lively  kind,  "  but  one  which  I  desire  to 
be  recalled  to  your  memory." 

Nothing  could  be  more  fresh  between  the 
past  and  the  present.     He  heard  them  now. 

"  From  that  moment,"  resumed  the 
colonel,  but  his  fingers  were  motionless  as 
he  spoke,  "  my  wife,  and  the  young  mother 
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of  my  child,  was  pronounced  to  be  mad,  the 
inference  being  that  I  had  made  her  so." 

The  cause,  perhaps,  being  deemed  suffi- 
cient for  the  result,  not  a  syllable  was 
offered  by  way  of  mitigating  it  by  the 
Rev.  Robert  Roundhead. 

"  The  quarrel  that  we  had,"  continued 
the  colonel,  with  his  fingers  still  motionless, 
"  leading  to  the  total  aberration  of  reason, 
was  the  first  and  the  last.  We  never  knew 
what  a  word  of  dissension  meant  before  or 
after." 

The  vicar  was  listening  to  a  repetition 
of  a  black  page  of  the  family  history  as  well 
known  to  himself  as  to  the  narrator  ;  but, 
from  what  he  either  said  or  did,  it  might 
have  been  an  unknown  one  to  him. 

*'  Being  governed  by  professional  advice," 
resumed  the  colonel,  "and  told  that,  from 
symptoms  of  the  softening  of  the  brain, 
recovery  was  impossible,  I  arranged  for  her 
admission  into  a  maison  de  santc  in  France, 
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•which,  I  suppose,  buried  my  wife  from  the 
world — and  from  me." 

The  Rev.  Robert  Roundhead  decidedly 
coincided  in  the  hypothesis,  but  reserved 
the  smallest  expression  of  an  opinion  con- 
cerninsj  it. 

"  Having  exhibited  a  firm,  if  not  obstin- 
ate  resolve  to  oppose  my  wishes  and  inter- 
ests," said  the  colonel,  "I  will  say  nothing 
about  my  sorrow  at  the  separation.  Any- 
thing and  anyone  thwartinsr  me  I  hate, 
and  I  can  hate,  Bob,  better  than  I  caa 
love." 

It  was  a  well-known  and  historical  failing 
of  the  family,  and  no  one  was  more  inti- 
mately acquainted  with  it  than  the  vicar. 

'^  Failing  to  possess  that  which  I  regarded 
as  my  own  from  the  moment  of  my  mar- 
riage," continued  the  colonel,  "  I  looked 
upon  my  wife,  Bob,  as  the  sole  prostrating 
cause  of  my  fallen  fortunes." 

Under  a  confessed  influence  of  this  kind,. 
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there  could  be  no  doubt  concerning  the 
result. 

''And  my  only  hope  concernmg  her  was 
that  we  should  never  meet  again." 

"  Which,  1  believe,  has  been  realized  to 
the  letter,"  responded  the  vicar,  as  if  speak- 
ing to  himself. 

"  From  time  to  time,"  resumed  the 
colonel,  re-commencing  the  light  air  upon 
the  table,  "  and  with  long  intervals  and  un- 
certain dates,  I  learned  from  my  sister  that 
her  condition  remained  so  far  unchanged 
that  I  almost  ceased  to  remember  that  she 
even  lived." 

Nothing  could  be  more  consistent  with 
the  connubial  records  of  the  Lefernes. 
Their  fortgetfulness,  perhaps,  might  be  their 
plea  of  ''extenuating  circumstances." 

"But  in  the  firm,  unhesitating,  unflinch- 
ing faith  that  what  was,  has  been,  may  be 
again,  Bob,"  continued  the  colonel,  "  I 
struggled   against   the   long  odds  of   stern 
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reality  to    the   inflated   bubbles   of  hope." 

"The  lesson  should  have  been  learnt  at  less 
cost."     So  thought  the  vicar. 

"  I  felt,  as  the  successful  gambler  always 
feels,  that  I  wanted  but  the  means  to  con- 
tinue the  game  to  insure  the  turn  of  Fortune 
in  my  favour." 

"The  play  has  been  too  reckless,  and  the 
stakes  too  high."     So  thought  the  vicar. 

"  Then  came  the  one  great  chance  and 
ambitious  object  of  my  life  frustrated  by  the 
threats  and  power  of  that  blood-sucker, 
Jeremiah  Early.  Relenting  when  too  late, 
I  won  the  Derby,  and  secured  a  loss  ;  but 
not  greater  to  me  than  to  him." 

"  In  some  mundane  matters  repentance 
seems  to  possess  a  doubtful  reward."  So 
thought  the  vicar. 

"  Nothing  then  remained  but  to  wait  for 
the  hour  when  Aubrey  came  of  age,"  re- 
sumed the  colonel,  "  and  Early  perceived 
that  his  interests  in  this  respect  were  identi- 
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cal  with  mine.  Like  many  a  villain  of  the 
same  kind,  he  plunged  too  deeply  to  extricate 
himself,  and  he  was  compelled  to  turn  to 
me  for  help." 

"  Assistance  which  might  be  depended 
upon  as  long  as  it  suited  your  own  pur- 
poses."    So  thought  the  vicar. 

''The  niofht  at  length  arrived — as  all 
nights  do  in  their  turn,  Bob,  whether  for 
good  or  for  evil — when  our  rascally  plan 
for  disentailing  the  property  was  to  be  car- 
ried out.  The  'result  need  scarcely  be 
repeated.  Consistent  with  the  innate  weak- 
ness of  some  of  his  forefathers,  Aubrey  had 
run  away  with  a  doll  the  moment  he  w^as 
his  own  master,  and'  nothing  remained  for 
us  but  to  wait  for  his  return  ;  as  back  we 
agreed  he  must  come  when  his  slender 
means  were  exhausted." 

"  That  might  be  deemed  a  foregone  con- 
clusion."    So  thought  the  vicar. 

"  Nothing  has  been  heard  of  him  since," 
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continued  the  colonel,  "  and.  feelins:  how 
purposeless  the  attempt  would  be  to  seek 
him,  I  have  made  no  inquiries  concerning 
his  whereabouts.  There  is  one,  however, 
who,  I  have  little  doubt,  has  been  making 
an  active  search  from  that  moment  to  this." 
"  And  that  one  is  Ivy  Girling's  father." 
So  thought  the  vicar. 

o 

"  My  object,  however,  in  drawing  your 
attention  to  these  few  particulars  was  to 
communicate  the  cause  to  wliich  I  referred 
as  the  first  which  struck  terror  here,"  and, 
as  he  spoke,  the  colonel  brought  the  pahn 
of  his  right  hand  violently  on  the  left  of  his 
breast.  ''  The  first,"  repeated  he,  ''  which 
struck  terror  here." 

The  vicar  gave  a  strained  look  of  inquiry, 
but  said  not  a  word. 

"As  we  were  about  entering  my  son's 
chamber,"  resumed  the  colonel,  and  his 
voice  dropped  to  a  low  whisper,  although 
each  syllable  was  slowly  measured  and  dis- 
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tinct,  ''  I  saw,  as  plainly  as  I  now  see  you, 
the  form  and  figure  of  my  wife." 

A  faint  smile  of  incredulity  passed  over 
the  features  of  the  Rev.  Robert  Round- 
head as  he  raised  his  glass  and  looked  at 
the  bee's-wing  floating  between  the  light 
and  him. 

"  I  am  not  surprised  at  that  smile,  Bob," 
added  the  colonel,  "  and  yet  let  me  entreat 
you  not  to  class  me  among  the  mad.  I 
have  thought  that  at  certain  seasons,  and  to 
serve  special  purposes,  invisible  things  may 
become  visible." 

*'  If  I  understand  your  theory,  then," 
responded  the  vicar,  ''  the  form  and  figure 
of  your  wife  which  you  believe  to  have  seen 
was  spiritual." 

"  If  not  a  phantom  of  my  own  heated 
imagination,"  returned  the  colonel,  "  it  could 
have  been  nothing  else." 

"  Being  the  hobgoblin,  I  suppose,  which 
is  reported  to  have  haunted  this  old  house 
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for  some  time  past,"  rejoined  the  vicar, 
laughing,  *'  and  making  an  addition  to  the 
marvellous  and  horrible  old  ghost-stories 
connected  with  it  throughout  long  genera- 
tions." 

^' There  have  been  strange  and  unscrupu- 
lous deeds  perpetrated  beneath  its  roof, 
Bob,"  added  the  colonel,  "  but  few  more 
so,  perhaps,  than  the  one  I  was  about  to 
commit,  in  conjunction  with  my  associate  in 
villainy,  on  the  night  and  at  the  hour  when 
my  son  lost  the  legal  right  of  protection 
from  thieves.  Two  were  about  stealing  into 
his  chamber,  when,  years  ago  as  it  is  since 
we  met,  I  recognised  the  form  of  Julia  Le- 
ferne,  within  a  few  feet  of  where  we  stood, 
fading  away  like  a  shadow  in  the  darkness." 

*'  The  vision  of  a  brain  disturbed  and  ill 
at  ease,"  observed  the  vicar,  sipping  his 
wine. 

**  It  might  have  been,  and  probabl}^  was," 
rejoined  the  colonel ;  "  but  as  I  gazed  the 
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ice  of  fear  for  the  first  time  reached  my 
heart,  and  it  remains  there  still." 

"  Have  you  mentioned  this  to  your  sis- 
ter?" inquired  the  vicar. 

"  No,"  replied  the  colonel,  "  neither 
should  I  think  of  doing  so,  unless  prepared 
to  hold  the  rank  of  being  the  first  coward 
in  the  family.  Even  from  her  I  might  meet 
with  well-merited  contempt." 

''Whatever  your  active  faults  or  deficien- 
cies maybe,  Ned,"  returned  the  vicar,  "rest 
assured  that  your  courage  is  unquestioned 
and  unquestionable.  At  the  same  time," 
continued  he,  "I  am  glad  that  you  have 
confided  this  cause  of  embarrassment  to  me 
alone,  for  more  reasons  than  are  necessary 
to  specify.  As,  however,  its  existence,  in 
fact,  was  impossible,  treat  it  as  a  vision  of 
the  mind's  eye — an  unreal  thing." 

"  Such  has  been  the  argument  I  have 
constantly  applied  in  secret  with  myself," 
added  the  colonel,  "  but  to  little  purpose. 
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That  which  I  saw  was  so  palpable  and  real 
that  I  cannot  remove  the  impression  from 
my  memory." 

''  Let  me  assist  you  by  directing  your  at- 
tention to  something  better,"  returned  the 
vicar,  pushing  the  lessened  magnum  towards 
his  friend.  "  Come,  fill  your  glass,  Ned," 
•continued  he,  cheerfully,  "  and  then  we'll 
try  to  find  a  reason  fair  to  fill  it  once 
again." 
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CHAPTER  V. 

iniROM  the  night  that  Ivy  Gh^ing  was 
-■-  missed  from  her  home,  a  very  great 
change  appeared  beneath  its  roof.  She  was 
gone — that  was  all  her  father  knew,  and 
more  than  he  wished  to  know.  He  was 
told  by  many,  w^ho  seemed  to  have  heard 
and  seen  what  was  never  dreamt  of,  sleep- 
ing or  waking,  by  himself,  that  the  com- 
panion in  her  flight  could  be  no  other  than 
his  master's  son,  and  the  strong  man  felt 
but  one  desire — to  clutch  Aubrey  Leferne 
by  the  throat  and  choke  the  life  from  him 
then  and  there.  It  might  be  murder,  but 
he  could  do  it,  and  would,  let  the  conse- 
quences be  what  they  might,  if  one  chance 
were  given  for  his  fingers  to  meet. 


TOO   FAST  TO  LAST.  55 

His  daughter — she  who  had  done  lier 
best  so  long  to  raake  his  home  a  home  to 
him — had  gone,  and,  if  not  for  ever,  it 
might  be,  perhaps,  as  well  that  it  should 
be  so.  Still  he  could  not  rest.  He  would 
revenge  the  wrong  committed  at  the  for- 
feiture of  his  life,  and  he  could  do  no  more, 
but  pray  that  he  might  clasp  her  in  his  arms 
once  again  before  he  died.  And  then  the 
strong  man  wept  like  a  little  child. 

He  had  earnestly  sought  an  interview 
with  the  colonel,  but  it  was  peremptorily 
refused,  and  the  messenger,  Mr.  Soppy,  told 
not  to  repeat  the  request  in  a  manner  which 
admitted  of  no  appeal.  The  decision  must 
be  accepted  as  final. 

"  I  no  more  dare  ask  him  again  to  see 
ye,  Harry,"  said  he,  raising  his  hands  with 
the  palms  exposed  and  the  fingers  turned 
back,  "  than  wear  a  bunch  of  old  Sir  Harold 
Leferne's  daffodils  in  my  button-hole  on 
Easter  Sunday." 
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The  particular  reason  for  objecting  to 
wear  the  flowers  of  historical  dread  on 
Easter  Sunday  was  not  explained ;  but  Mr. 
Soppy  added,  with  great  and  marked  so- 
lemnity, ''That  he  wouldn't,  indeed!" 

''  I  should  like,  then,  a  few  words  with 
Miss  Margaret  before  going,"  dreamily  said 
the  gamekeeper. 

"  My  lady  might  not  refuse  to  see  you, 
Harry/'  replied  Mr.  Soppy.  "  She  can't 
say  no  to  anyone  with  a  sore  heart ;  but  the 
subject  is  not  altogether  a  delicate  one  for 
a  lady  to  be  spoken  to  about,  and  1  always 
say,  under  the  most  disgusting  circumstances, 
let  us  be  delicate." 

Harry  Girling  stood  with  a  fixed,  blink- 
less  stare  on  the  ground  at  his  feet,  but  said 
not  a  word  in  reply. 

"  If  we  are  not  delicate,"  resumed  Mr. 
Soppy,  ''we're  not  far  removed  from  animals 
in  general,  and  swine  in  particular.  Above  all 
things  be  delicate.     Such  is  my  sentiments." 
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''  Will  you  ask  her  to  see  me,  Tom,  * 
before  I  go  ?"  asked  the  gamekeeper.  •'  I 
think  she  would  listen  patiently  to  what  I 
have  to  say,  and  it  might  remove  a  dead 
weight  here,"  and,  as  he  spoke,  he  pressed 
the  broad,  hard  palm  of  his  right  hand  upon 
his  breast. 

Mr.  Soppy  was  suddenly  seized  with  a 
short  dry  cough,  which  seemed  to  interrupt 
his  reply,  and  afford  time  for  reflection. 

''  In  course,"  said  he,  at  the  finish  of  the 
€0ugh,  which  bore  the  effect  of  a  drawn-out 
effort  of  the  lungs,  "  you'll  be  mild  in  your 
remarks  to  my  lady  about  this  little  mis- 
hap?" 

A  little  mishap  !  That  which  had  strained 
his  heart-strings  to  their  utmost  tension  ! 

Mr.  Soppy  caught  the  angry,  passionate 
glance  conveying  the  thought,  but  consider- 
ed it  expedient  to  treat  it  as  unnoticed. 

"  In  calling  things  by  soft  names  instead 
of  strong  ones,"  continued  Mr.  Soppy,  '*it 
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by  no  means  alters  their  nature,  Harry  ; 
but  many  bofFences  lose  much  of  the  high 
and  gamy  flavour  by  treating  'em  delicately, 
and  in  this  particular  instance  I  don't  see 
what  good  can  be  expected  by  anyone  from 
using  the  rough  edge  of  his  tongue." 

''  If  she  will  see  me  before  I  go,"  rejoined 
the  gamekeeper,  '^  I  promise  you,  Tom,  not 
to  say  one  word  to  wound  her  feelings,  and 
she  may  say  something,  perhaps,  to  soften 
mine."  ^ 

"Very  good,"  returned  Mr.  Soppy. 
''  Under  those  conditions  I'll  make  known 
your  wish  to  my  lady,  and  see  what  can  be 
done ;  but  in  saying  that  you  mean  to  go, 
Harry,  I,  as  an  old  friend,  should  like  to 
know  where  you  are  going,  and  what  for?" 

"To  find  out  where  they  are,"  was  the 
hoarse  and  husky  reply. 

"You're  more  likely  to  do  that  by  re- 
maining here,"  added  Mr.  Soppy.  ''  When 
tired " 
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A  groan  of  mental  agony  broke  from  the 
strong  man's  lips. 

"  Of  being  away,"  continued  Mr.  Soppy, 
blandly,  '^  or  when  his  money  is  gone — and 
it's  sure  to  fly  fast  enough  with  a  Leferne — 
the  young  scapegrace  will  come  back  again 
as  if  nothing  had  happened,  and  knowing 
his  own  youthful  failings  at  his  time  of  life, 
and  the  weakness  of  the  familv  as  long; 
as  it  has  been  a  family,  the  colonel  will 
shake  hands  with  him  when  they  meet, 
in  his  own  polite  Hoxford  way,  and  drum  a 
tune  at  the  same  time  on  the  table.  That's 
what  will  happen,  Harry — or  Fm  no  prophet 
— in  a  very  short  time." 

"  But  what  have  you  to  say  about  the 
meeting  of  my  child  with  me  ?"  asked  the 
father,  in  a  voice  so  hollow  and  sad  that, 
whatever  feeling  of  levity  might  have  been 
entertained  by  Mr.  Soppy,  it  became  stifled 
on  the  instant. 

"I'd  rather  leave  that  to  my  lady,"  re- 
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sponded  Mr.  Soppy.  *'She  will  handle  the 
subject  better  than  I  can,  and  tell  ye,  per- 
haps, what  to  do,  and  what  not  to  do,  which 
I  can't.  At  the  same  time,"  continued  he, 
"  my  advice  is  to  stay  where  you  are,  and 
make  the  best  of  a  very  unpleasant  piece  of 
business." 

The  best,  indeed  !  What,  to  let  day  by 
day  go  by,  and  not  to  move  one  step  in 
search  of  her,  however  hopeless  the  search 
might  be  ?  No,  he  would  roam  the  wide 
world  over,  if  he  could — anything  but  re- 
main where  she  had  been  to  remind  him  of 
the  past. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

rriHE  silver  threads  of  grey  hair  now  out- 
-■-  numbered  those  of  the  auburn  hue 
among  the  still  thick  and  luxuriant  tresses 
of  Margaret  Leferne,  and  it  was  said  among 
the  gossips  of  Greatwood  Park  that  the 
hand  of  care  had  more  to  do  with  the 
bleaching  of  them  than  time  itself.  Be  this, 
however,  as  it  mav,  she  locked  as  if  each 
day  added  many  to  her  age  since  Aubrey's 
departure ;  but  not  a  word  of  reproach  con- 
cerning him  escaped  her  lips.  As  she  had 
been  throughout  her  life  with  the  faults  and 
frailties  of  others,  so  Aunt  Margaret  remain- 
ed— silent  and  sad.  He  had  left  without 
one  word  of  parting — without  a   look  that 
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she  could  remember  of  regret  that  in  leaving 
her,  perhaps,  they  might  never  meet  again. 
But  he  had  gone,  and  the  grief  for  his 
absence  permitted  no  reproach  for  the 
cause,  although  she  knew  full  well  that  it 
could  scarcely  fail  to  scatter  the  seeds  of 
sorrow  to  be  reaped  hereafter.  The  colonel 
spoke  but  little  upon  the  subject.  It  was 
lamentable,  he  said,  to  think  that  the  family 
did  not  improve  in  its  morals  and  social 
duties  ;  but  to  the  examples  of  evil  set  by 
past  generations,  he  supposed,  might  be 
attributed  a  kind  of  inheritable  malady  to 
do  wrong  whenever  the  opportunity  present- 
ed itself.  As  with  the  order  of  nature  so 
things  with  the  Lefernes  seemed  to  move  in 
a  circle,  and  to  a  reflective  mind  a  vast 
amount  of  philosophical  interest  might  be 
created  in  the  research  for  what  would  seem 
to  be  certain  but  erratic  causes.  He  had 
not  given  the  subject  much  thought,  neither 
was  it  his  intention  so  to  do  ;  but  the  family 
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rule  of  wrong  seemed  to  be  unexceptional 
— it  never  came  aright. 

Aunt  Margaret  listened  to  her  brother's 
argument,  which  generally  conveyed  a 
latent  excuse  for  his  own  errors  of  commis- 
sion and  omission,  and,  if  she  said  nothing  in 
reply,  it  was  from  forbearance  and  considera- 
tion towards  him,  who  had  scarcely  exhibit- 
ed one  sign  in  return  throughout  long  years 
of  patient  trials  and  self-denial. 

*'  Your  very  silence,"  said  he,  one  even- 
ing, as  they  sat  alone  in  the  library,  while 
the  shades  of  evening  were  darkenimi 
around  them,  "is  a  reproach  to  me, 
Margaret,  and  yet  it  is  one  of  the  least  dis- 
agreeable kind.  I  could  not  bear  to  be  told 
of  my  faults  ;  but  to  be  chided — as  I  think 
I  am — in  your  silent  thoughts,  makes  me 
feel  that  I  must  still  be  deemed  a  free 
agent  in  the  universal  school  of  scoundrel- 
ism.  If  I  were  not,  I  think  you  Vv'ould 
promptly  discover  some  palliation  for  my 
confessed  transgressions." 
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Margaret  Leferne's  fingers  stole  to  the 
cross  upon  her  bosom,  and,  clasping  it  there, 
she  whispered  an  inaudible  petition  for  their 
forgiveness. 

''The  large  preponderating  mass  of 
rascals,"  continued  the  colonel,  "  being  foil- 
ed with  better  weapons  than  their  own, 
generally  whine  about  good  intentions,  and 
swear  what  was  done  was  never  meant. 
Now  i,"  said  he,  commencing  a  tune  on  the 
arm  of  the  chair  of  a  lively  and  inspiring 
kind,  "admit  unreservedly  that  I  never 
knew  a  good  intention  direct  a  single  action 
of  my  life.  I  totally  ignore  good  intentions 
as  the  excuse  of  cowards  for  their  defeat." 

"  But  if  we  mean  well " 

"All  mean  well,"  interrupted  the  colonel, 
in  a  hasty  tone,  "when  it  suits  them.  We 
must  be  held  responsible  for  our  acts, 
Margaret,  without  the  credit  filched  for  good 
intentions,  and  in  admitting  this  I  stand  con- 
fessed of  having  much  to  answer  for." 
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"  Confession  is  the  first  step  of  a  contrite 
heart  towards  repentance,"  rejoined  his 
sister. 

""  So  the  priests  tell  us,"  resumed  the 
colonel.  "  But,  notwithstanding  the  morti- 
fying disappointments  I  have  met  with 
throughout  a  somewhat  long  and  remark- 
ably chequered  career,  I  can  scarcely  state, 
with  a  proper  regard  to  the  simplicity  of 
truth,  that  my  heart — in  its  figurative  sense 
— is  sorrowful.  The  last  gift  in  Pandora's 
box  still  remains  with  me.  I  am  not  with- 
out hope,"  continued  he,  ''  that  my  worldly 
prospects  may  yet  brighten." 

"■  Oh,  Edward !"  exclaimed  a  voice,  and  it 
almost  startled  him  with  its  earnestness, 
*'  let  me  entreat  that  you  will  listen  to  me." 

*'  Nothing,  my  dear  sister,  will  afford  me 
greater  pleasure,"  rejoined  the  colonel,  re- 
covering from  the  slight  shock  ;  "but  pray 
do  me  the  favour  to  recollect  that  my 
nerves  are  not  quite  so  strong  as  they  were." 

VOL.  III.  F 


66  TOO  FAST  TO  LAST. 

*'  Pardon  me,  if  I  have  given  one  mo- 
ment's pain,"  returned  his  sister,  in  a  plain- 
tive voice  ;  ''but  the  time  appears  to  have 
come  when  I  feel  that  I  must  speak." 

"  Not  a  word  of  interruption  shall  be 
uttered,"  responded  the  colonel.  "  Pray 
proceed." 

A  long-drawn  sigh  was  heard,  and  then  a 
pause  followed. 

"You  must  not  think,  Edward,"  at  length 
'began  she,  and  the  words  quivered  on  her 
lips  as  she  spoke,  ''  that,  in  recalling  to  your 
memory  some  of  the  sorrowful  events  of 
your  life,  it  is  done  to  reproach  you.  I  have 
no  such  purpose." 

"Let  me  tender  you  my  best  thanks  for 
that  assurance,"  added  the  colonel.  "  I  be- 
gan to  suspect  that  I  was  about  to  be  in- 
flicted with  a  prosy  discourse  on  morals, 
prudence,  and  Christian  virtues." 

"The  time  approaches,  Edward,"  resum- 
ed sh^,  in  the  same  tone,  and  without  notic- 
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ing    the    reply,     "when    we     must   part." 

Nothing  could  be  more  abrupt  than  the 
stoppage  of  the  tune  played  by  his  fingers. 
They  remained  fixed  in  one  position,  as  if 
chiselled  from  stone. 

''  So  long  as  the  gift  to  which  you  have 
referred,"  continued  Marsraret  Leferne, 
mournfully,  *'is  not  denied  to  us — so  long 
as  life  is  not  without  hope,  we  may  live  ; 
but,  having  no  hope,  /  feel  that  I  must 
die,  and  that  our  earthly  separation,  Edward, 
is  at  hand." 

The  colonel  made  a  strong  effort  to  speak, 
but  it  signally  failed.  With  the  dying  he 
had  never  held  a  discussion,  and  something 
told  him  that  the  voice  now  so  tenderly 
addressing  him  would  soon  be  silent. 

"With  mingled  pride  and  love,  known 
only  to  myself,"  she  resumed,  "  I  beheld,  in 
the  wayward  career  of  your  childhood,  what 
one  of  the  last  of  the  Lefernes  would  be ; 
but,  with  a  fervent  trust,  relied  that  not  a 
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thought  or  action  of  his  life  would  be  un- 
worthy of  his  name." 

The  colonel  started,  and  drew  a  long 
breath,  as  if  a  sensitive  chord  had  been 
touched. 

**  All  shall  be  passed  as  transient  follies, 
notwithstanding  their  cost/'  continued  his 
sister,  in  a  tone  that  fell  gently  as  she  spoke, 
"  until  you  made  her  your  wife,  Edward, 
who  deserved  a  better  fate." 

He  could  say  nothing ;  for  the  truth  was 
being  spoken,  and  by  one  whom  he  knew 
had  loved  him  best  and  longest. 

"  On  the  returning  morn  of  the  first  year 
of  her  bridal  day,"  resumed  Aunt  Margaret, 
"  you  well  remember  the  scene  which  led 
to  the  consequences  a  few  hours  later.  She 
was  a  mother;  but  the  eyes  of  a  maniac 
gazed  unconsciously  upon  her  child." 

The  pages  turned  back  in  the  history  of 
his  life,  grated  harshly  on  the  ear  of  the 
listener;    but,    if  impatient  with  the   nar- 
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rative,    his    fingers    remained     motionless. 

*'The  quarrel  between  you,"  continued 
his  sister,  in  a  voice  scarcely  above  an  audi- 
ble whisper,  and  yet  each  word  fell  distinct- 
ly on  his  ear,  "  was  the  first  and  the  last." 

The  colonel  sat,  gazing  mutely,  in  the 
thickening  darkness,  at  the  speaker,  and  he 
seemed  to  breathe  with  difficulty  as  he 
listened. 

"  Years  fled  by,"  resumed  Aunt  Margaret, 
"  and  for  anything  that  appeared  on  your 
part,  Edward,  either  by  word  or  deed,  she 
might  have  been  thought  never  to  have  been 
your  wife.  If  not  forgotten,  you  at  least 
made  no  pretence  of  remembering  her." 

**  T  complied, "  responded  the  colonel, 
hoarsely,  "  with  the  best  advice  I  could 
obtain." 

"  In  sending  her  away  to  France,  and 
there  left  forsaken  to  pine  among  the  wretch- 
ed or  die  friendless  and  alone.  Was  that, 
J^dward,  the  treatment  which  the    mother 
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of  your  child  should  have  received  at  your 
hands  when  their  rough  grasp  snatched  the 
power  of  reason  from  her  brain  ?" 

Not  a  syllable  was  spoken  in  reply. 

''On  what  she  hoped  to  be  the  happiest  day 
of  her  young  life,"  continued  Aunt  Margaret, 
"sorrow  drove  her  mad,  and,  as  she  was 
driven,  so  was  she  left.  From  that  moment 
to  this  you  have  never  seen  her." 

''I  sometimes  think  that  I  have,"  rejoined 
the  colonel,  in  a  husky  tone. 

"  When    and    where  ?"    almost    gasped 
Margaret  Leferne. 

"  It  was  strange — most  strange  and  inex- 
plicable— that  it  should  be  so,"  responded 
the  colonel,  drawing  a  hand  slowly  across  his 
forehead;  "but  on  the  night  that  Aubrey 
came  of  age,  and  at  the  very  moment  we 
were  about  entering  his  chamber  to  despoil 
him  of  his  birthright,  the  form  of  my  wife, 
as  clear  and  palpable  as  when  we  last  parted 
long  years  before,  flitted  like  a  spectre  in  the 
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gallery  beyond.  I  saw  her  pale  and  blood- 
less face  as  I  now  see  yours,  and  the  look 
which  met  mine  was  more  of  grief  than 
of  anger." 

"  Poor  Julia  !"  exclaimed  his  sister.  "  Her 
sorrow  commenced  suddenly  ;  but  has  last- 
ed lonsr." 

^'  I  know,"  continued  the  colonel,  ''what  a 
morbid  brain  or  excited  imagination  can  do 
in  producing  shades  of  the  dead  and  dupli- 
cates of  the  living,  but  could  scarcely  have 
thought  that  anything  could  have  been  so 
real,  less  than  reality  itself." 

"  Did  this  disturbing  cause,  be  it  what  it 
might,"  inquired  Aunt  Margaret,  '*'  appear 
agam? 

•'  But  once,"  replied  the  colonel.  *'  One 
night,  and  not  long  since,  I  awoke  suddenly, 
and  in  a  slanting,  bright  ray  of  moonlight 
saw  a  figure,  which  I  recognized  in  a  mo- 
ment as  that  of  my  wife,  standing  within  a 
few  feet  of  my  bedside,  with  a  forefinger 
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raised  and  pressed  across  her  lips.    I  almost 
fancied  that  I  heard  it  whisper,  'Hush.'" 

Aunt  Margaret's  lips  moved  as  if  saying 
something  to  herself ;  but  not  a  sound 
escaped  them. 

"I  am  no  coward,"  continued  he,  "and 
not  one  of  our  name  was  ever  suspected  of 
knowing  what  fear  is ;  but  as  I  gazed  at  the 
object,  and  felt  that  her  eyes  were  fixed  on 
mine,  a  feeling  stole  over  me  that  seemed  to 
prostrate  body  and  thought.  I  could  do 
nothing,  but  remained  staring  and  motion- 
less as  if  paralyzed  at  what  I  saw." 

"Did  this  vision  continue  long?"  asked 
his  sister. 

''  It  appeared  to  me,"  resumed  the 
colonel,  "so  long  as  to  freeze  the  blood 
within  my  veins." 

"  Conscience  makes  cowards  of  the 
bravest,"  rejoined  Aunt  Margaret ;  "  but  let 
us  not  talk  of  spectres.  The  stern  and  sad 
realities  of  life  demand  our  attention,  and  it 
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is  of  these  that  I  would  now  speak  to  you. 
As  I  have  said,  Edward,  our  earthly  separa- 
tion is  at  hand." 

The  colonel's  fingers  had  begun  to  beat 
a  noiseless  air ;  but  they  remained  stationary 
and  in  a  fixed  attitude  as  the  last  syllable 
was  expressed. 

"Why  should  you  say  this  to  me?"  he 
asked,  in  a  tremulous  voice. 

"  Because,"  she  replied,  looking  earnestly 
in  his  face,  "  it  is  true.  As  I  speak,  Ed- 
ward, I  conjure  you  to  listen  to  the  words 
— if  not  the  last — of  the  dying." 

He  stared  with  blinkless  eyelids  at  the 
speaker,  but  said  nothing,  and  his  fingers 
remained  in  the  same  attitude  as  if  prepar- 
ed to  drum  a  tune  unknown  to  himself. 

*'  Whether  rio;ht  or  wron^  for  what  I 
have  done,"  resumed  Aunt  Margaret,  "  is 
scarcely,  perhaps,  a  question  to  be  raised  at 
a  moment  like  this.  Judging,  however,  of  the 
future  by  the  past,  I  now  tell  you,  Edward, 
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that,  did  I  not  feel  that  my  secret  must  be 
revealed  with  ray  death,  it  should  still  be 
kept." 

"  What  secret?"  asked  he,  hoarsely. 

"One  that  has  hastened  that  end,"  she 
replied,  sorrowfully,  "  which  no  one  has  less 
cause  to  regret  than  myself." 

His  fixed  look  remained  ;  but  he  said 
nothing  in  reply. 

"  You  once  loved  your  wife  ?"  said  his 
sister,  plaintively. 

The  colonel  waved  a  hand  mechanically 
as  a  signal  which  might  be  received  either 
affirmatively  or  the  reverse. 

*' And  she  is  the  afflicted  mother  of  your 
son  !" 

A  quickly  lowering  frown  knitted  his 
brow  as  he  replied, 

"  Which,  perhaps,  may  account  for  the 
forgetfulness  of  his  duty  to  his  father." 

"  Oh,  say  not  that !"  exclaimed  Aunt 
Margaret,    raising   her  hands  beseechingly. 
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*^  Think,  for  one  moment,  what  your  loving 
duty  was  toward?  them,  and  whether  you 
have  performed  it." 

"  I  have  not  the  patience  to  be  catechised," 
responded  he,  with  ill  concealed  anger. 
"  What  of  this  secret  ?" 

''I  fear,  Edward  Leferne,"  rejoined  his 
sister,  rising  with  difficulty  from  her  seat, 
and  standing  before  him  like  one  possessed 
of  a  power  of  control  which  she  had  never 
felt  before,  ''I  fear,  Edward  Leferne,"  re- 
peated she,  "  that  this  is  not  the  moment  to 
reveal  it,  although  my  fleeting  moments  are 
numbered." 

*' Tell  me " 

'*  Not  now,"  she  interrupted,  with  a  sor- 
rowful shake  of  her  head.  "  To-morrow, 
Edward  ;  we  will  speak  of  this  to-morrow," 
and  with  tearful  eyes  bent  on  his  she  slowly 
quitted  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

T  ITTLE  MITE— still  barely  sinking  the 
-■-^  scale  to  ^'  three  stun  five  " — had  re- 
ceived limited  leave  of  absence  from  his 
onerous  stable  duties  at  Newmarket,  and 
was  now  a  guest  of  Samuel  Wideo  at  the 
dairy,  Bromley  Marsh.  Johnny  Tadpole 
was  also  a  guest,  the  time  being  Christmas 
when  the  holly  berries  were  popularly  sup- 
posed to  be  red  and  plum-puddings  in  course 
of  preparation.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  with- 
out the  slightest  alloy  of  fiction  or  colour  of 
romance,  Johnny's  weight  now  made  an 
j^brupt  and  decided  movement  of  the  beam 
with  "  five  stun  three "  only  as  a  counter- 
balance, and  this  was  endeavoured  to   be 
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accounted  for  by  "William  Bottles — also  a 
o^uest  at  this  festive  season — "  by  laying:  on 
too  much  flesh  in  certain  parts." 

'*  There's  a  crood  deal  to  be  said  about 
training,"  said  William  Bottles,  "and  there 
isn't  one  man  in  a  hundred  knows  anythino^ 
about  it.     I  do,  I  do  soy 

*'  I  should  say,"  remarked  little  Mite, 
with  becoming  modesty,  as  he  sedulously 
scraped  the  rind  from  a  small  piece  of 
cheese,  designed  as  a  relish  to  his  supper, 
''that  Mister  Mark  Rookson  knows  some- 
thing about  it." 

*'  In  keeping  you  down  to  your  lowest 
riding  weight,  Mite,"  replied  William  Bottles, 
"  he  certainly  shows  that  he  knows  a  branch 
of  his  business.  But  let  us  turn  our  eyes  in 
this  direction,"  continued  he,  waving  a  hand 
where  Johnny  Tadpole  occupied  a  chair, 
with  the  whole  of  his  countenance  hidden,' 
through  the  medium  of  a  pewter  pot,  from 
which   he  was  endeavouring  to  extract  the 


78  TOO  FAST  TO  LAST. 

last  few  drops  of  cooper,  "  and  we  m ay- 
begin  to  doubt  whether  he  knows  more 
than  a  branch.     We  may  56>." 

Johnny  Tadpole,  feeling  himself  instinc- 
tively the  object  of  this  severe  observation, 
slowly  withdrew  the  capacious  pewter  pot 
from  his  countenance,  and,  gently  permitting 
it  to  descend  on  the  table  before  him,  the 
effect  was  not  altogether  dissimilar  to  the 
moon  emerging  from  opaque  darkness. 

"  Was  you  speaking  about  me,  sir  ?"  said 
Johnny,  with  a  hectic  flush  on  his  features. 

''Yes,  I  were,  Taddy,"  replied  William 
Bottles.  "  I  were  speaking  about  you,  Tad- 
dy.    I  were  so,'' 

"In  what  partickler  ?"  asked  Johnny,  in 
a  tone  demonstrative  of  great  indignation. 

''  Softly,  Taddy,"  returned  Samuel  Wideo, 
in  the  most  conciliatory  manner  that  could 
be  adopted  by  the  most  earnest  of  peace- 
makers. "  Softly,  Taddy,"  repeated  he. 
''  Let's  hear  what  Billy  has  to  say." 
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'*  Let  him  say  what  he  likes,"  grumbled 
Johnny,  "  I'm  a  feather  still." 

"  Light  enough,  here  and  there,"  rejoined 
William  Bottles,  moving  a  hand  as  if  putting 
a  fine  edge  on  the  blade  of  a  razor,  "but 
too  heavy  in  parts." 

"  Parts  !"  repeated  Johnny  Tadpole,  knit- 
ting his  brow  angrily.     "  What  parts?" 

Samuel  Wideo,  however,  perceiving  the 
rucrc^ed  course  that  things  were  taking,  seem- 
ed  to  think  the  time  had  arrived  for  an 
attempt  at  a  treaty  of  peace,  and  to  proffer 
his  good  offices. 

"  Come,  come,  Taddy,"  said  he,  with  the 
beneficent  object  of  smoothing  the  way, 
''don't  quarrel  about  trifles." 

"I  wasn't,  sir,"  returned  Johnny,  with 
more  energy  than  can  be  easily  be  describ- 
ed.    "  I  was  standing  up  for  my  parts." 

''I  like  man  or  boy  to  show  plenty  of 
pluck,"  added  Samuel  Wideo,  airing  himself 
now  with  his  back  turned  towards  a  fire 
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which,  from  his  uneasy  movements,  seemed 
to  scorch  that  portion  of  his  frame  which 
might  be  called  his  "reverse."  '^I  like 
man  or  boy,"  repeated  he,  "to  show  plenty 
of  pluck  in  defending  himself  or  his  friend  ; 
but,  where  no  offence  is  meant,  none  should 
be  felt." 

"Well  done,  Sam,"  ejaculated  William 
Bottles.  ''Spoken  like  a  bishop!  All  I 
meant  to  say,  Taddy,"  continued  he,  "  was 
that,  while  you  were  the  Unknown's  lad  at 
the  Heather  House  stable,  you  put  on  a 
trifle  too  much  flesh  in  parts.      You  did  5<9." 

Johnny's  head  swayed  to  and  fro  in  a 
manner  not  to  be  mistaken  for  unquestion- 
able dissent  to  this  proposition. 

"It's  well  known,"  resumed  William 
Bottles,  "that  the  boys  in  that  stable  get 
more  beef  and  plum-pudding  than  is  good 
for  the  light  weights,  if  they  want  to  rise 
and  be  called  fashionable." 

"Mister   Rookson  don't   cram   'em,  sir," 
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remarked  Johnny,  in  a  tone  denoting  that 
he  was  having  the  best  of  the  argument,  or 
would  have  it  presently. 

"  T  didn't  say  he  did,"  added  William 
Bottles.  "But  where  is  the  boy,  sharp- 
set,  that  would  turn  away  from  roast  beef 
and  plum-pudding?  Show  me  that  boy, 
Taddy,  and  1  shall  at  once  look  to  his 
shoulders  for  wings.     I  shall  so,' 

"  We  certainly  live  like  fighting  bantams," 
observed  little  Mite,  parenthetically. 

Johnny  Tadpole,  being  over  sensitive  with 
the  subject  under  discussion,  felt  that  Mite 
was  taking  the  opposite  side,  and  suggested, 
in  a  voice  of  an  acid  and  biting  kind,  that 
"  he  would  speak  for  himself." 

''  In  the  we  he  did  speak  for  himself  as 
well  as  others,"  said  Samuel  Wideo.  ''  There 
"was  nothing  wrong  in  that,  Taddy." 

•'Some  lads,  like  some  osses/'  resumed 
William  Bottles,  "  can't  be  kept  on  full 
allowance  without  rattling  work,   if  they're 
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to  be  light,  strong,  and  fit  for  anything. 
Now,  what  I  mean  to  say  is  that  Johnny 
Tadpole  has  either  had  too  much  grub  or 
too  little  work,  and  if  that's  first-rate  train- 
ing I  should  like  to  know  what's  called 
bad." 

"Would  you  have  the  setting  muzzle 
kept  on  every  day  in  the  week^  Sundays 
included,  to  keep  a  poor  little  boy  below 
fair  riding  weight  ?"  asked  Johnny  Tadpole, 
commiserating  poor  little  boys  in  general 
and  himself  in  particular. 

''  Yes,  I  would,"  replied  William  Bottles, 
without  the  slightest  prevarication.  "  You 
can't  starve  osses  into  condition  :  but  you 
can  boys,  and  when  a  trainer's  got  a 
promising  feather  weight  in  his  stable,  with 
head,  hands,  and  heels,  it's  a  duty  he  owes 
himself,  the  lad,  and  his  country,  to  keep 
his  flesh  down  by  stratagem  if  he  can,  and 
by  force  if  he  can't.  Professionals  know — ■ 
and     only    professionals,"     continued     he, 
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addressing  Samuel  Wideo,  ''  what  may  be 
sot  out  of  a  feather  when  acknowledo^ed  to 
be  fashionable,  and  he's  only  profitable  so 
long  as  he's  light.  Starve  him,  if  necessary, 
/  say.     I  do  soT 

"  I  don't  think  he  ought  to  be  drawn  too 
fine,  Billy,"  observed  Samuel  Wideo,  with  a 
touch  of  humanity  dictating  the  suggestion. 

"I  do,"  rejoined  William  Bottles.  '' I'd 
draw  him  as  fine  as  wire." 

Mite  began  to  think  that  if  subjected  to 
this  process  of  wasting  there  would  soon  be 
nothing  left  of  his  corporeal  substance,  and 
wondered  where  he  should  be  when,  taking 
nothing  from  nothing,  nothing  remained. 

"  In  drawing  the  scale  down  a  pound  or 
two  more  when  I  left  the  Heather  House 
stable  than  when  I  entered  it,"  observed 
Johnny  Tadpole,  still  with  a  gloomy  brow 
and  dissatisfied  air,  "speaks  well,  I  think, 
for  the  treatment  I  met  with." 

"For  the    treatment,   I  admit,"    argued 
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William  Bottles;  ''but  not  the  training. 
You  put  on  too  much  flesh,  Taddy,  in  parts. 
You  did  so,'' 

"  Well,  well !"  ejaculated  Samuel  Wideo, 
*'  let's  drop  the  subject.  Taddy 's  right 
enough  in  weight  for  his  age,  and,  perhaps, 
we  may  all  here  see  him  wearing  the  purple 
jacket  and  orange  cap  in  front  at  the 
finish  of  a  great  race  before  he's  much 
older." 

A  flush  of  pardonable  pride  spread  itself 
over  Johnny's  features  at  the  conclusion  of 
this  remark,  and  his  eyes  became  fixed 
admiringly  on  the  faded  and  time-worn 
Leferne  colours  still  hanging  in  their  old 
place  on  the  wall  opposite  to  where  he 
sat. 

''If  I  really  believed  it  would  ever  be 
my  turn  to  do  that,  sir,"  responded  Johnny 
Tadpole,  "I  think  I  should  drop  down  on 
the  floor,  curled  up  in  a  heap  of  joy." 

''  There  are  more  unlikely  things  to  hap- 
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pen,"  said  Samuel  Wideo,   "  I  can  tell  ye." 

"To  be  sure  there  are,"  rejoined  William 
Bottles,  with  a  decided  tendency  to  sarcasm 
in  his  tone  and  manner.  "  For  instance," 
continued  he,  "it's  more  unlikely  that 
Taddy  will  forget  what  the  training  of  a 
feather  ought  to  be  on  Christmas  day — to- 
morrow being  that  ospicious  occasion — than 
remember  that  roast  beef  can't  lessen  the 
weight  in  those  parts  which  are  now  too 
heavy." 

"  Bother  my  parts !"  irritably  exclaimed 
Johnny  Tadpole.     *'  I  wish  I  had  none." 

"  Taddy,  Taddy  !"  reprovingly  said  Samuel 
Wideo,  with  an  admonishing  shake  of  the 
head.  "  Don't  call  a  judgment  down  upon 
your  head.    A  flash  of  lightning  might " 

The  sentence  being  left  unfinished,  Wil- 
liam Bottles  illustrated  the  conclusion  by 
blowing  the  ends  of  the  fingers  of  one  of  his 
hands  wnth  great  force,  but  said  not  a 
syllable  of  an  audible  kind. 
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It  was  now  little  Mite's  turn — as  he 
thought — to  vindicate  the  cause  of  the 
feathers,  and,  in  a  voice  slightly  tremulous 
with  emotion,  ventured  to  convey  the  hope 
that  "not  one  would  be  scorched  or  blown 
away,  so  long  as  he  did  his  duty  to  his 
stable." 

"  Hear !  hear  !"  shouted  William  Bottles, 
with  strongly-displayed  enthusiasm.  "  1  like 
good  boys,  being,  I  suppose,  too  rare  to  be 
seen  very  often.      What  do  you  say,  Sam  ?" 

"  As  to  boys  ?"  curtly  inquired  the  dair}^- 
man. 

William  Bottles  gave  a  signal  in  the 
affirmative. 

"  Then,  looking  at  boys,  as  I  do  at  spar- 
rers,  that  is  in  numbers,"  rejoined  Samuel 
Wideo,  "  1  can't  say  I  admire  'em  much. 
At  the  same  time,"  continued  he,  making  a 
significant  gesture  with  a  pointed  finger  to 
the  immediate  positions  occupied  by  Messrs. 
Mite  and  Tadpole,   "  there  are  boys,  per- 
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haps,  that  won't  live  to  be  hanged  or  have 
penal  servitude  for  life." 

''  The  laws  of  the  present  day  being  more 
merciful  than  just,"  added  William  Bottles, 
rolling  the  end  of  his  tons^ue  into  a  cheek, 
and  looking  out  of  the  extreme  corners 
of  his  eyes  at  the  downcast  and  modest 
countenances  of  Messrs.  Mite  and  Tadpole, 
who  felt  themselves  aggrieved,  bat  said  no 
more  that  night  upon  the  personal  subject 
of  "  feathers." 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

IR  HAROLD  LEFERNE'S  daffodils 
^-^  were  once  more  in  full  bloom,  and 
their  golden  heads  waved  in  the  pale  sun- 
shine of  early  spring,  as  they  had  done  since 
that  false-sworn  knight  planted  them  with 
his  knightly  hand  for  a  lasting  remembrance, 
as  it  would  appear,  of  his  broken  vow.  The 
panegyric  on  his  tomb  became  less  legible 
as  time  went  on,  but  the  daffodils  were  as 
fresh  and  bright  as  at  their  first  appearance 
in  Greatwood  Park  lonsj  centuries  aizo. 
"  Dust  to  dust,  ashes  to  ashes,"  but  not  so 
with  the  daffodils. 

In  accordance  with  the  instructions  he  had 
received — he  rather  objected  to  "  orders  '* 
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— Mr.  Soppy — Mr.  Thomas  Soppy — placed 
a  chair,  with  its  back  to  the  ^Yinc!,  opposite 
the  bed  of  daffodils,  and  after  examining 
the  position  with  minute  care,  as  if  anxious 
for  the  instructions  to  have  been  carried  out 
strictly  to  the  letter,  turned  upon  his  heel 
and  quitted  the  spot  in  silence,  but  not 
altogether  devoid  of  pomp  and  circum- 
stance. 

Soon  after  his  departure  Colonel  Leferne 
might  have  been  seen  approaching  slowly, 
as  he  leant  more  heavily  than  usual  upon 
his  cane,  and  the  supporting  arm  of  the 
Rev.  Robert  Roundhead. 

Dropping  almost  helplessly  into  the  seat, 
the  colonel  drew  a  long  breath,  as  if  un- 
equal to  the  exertion  he  had  undergone. 

"  You  will  feel  better  now,"  observed  his 
companion. 

"  I  hope  to  breathe  here,  Bob,"  replied 
the  colonel,  '*  but  felt  suffocated  within  the 
house,   and,   if  mv  wishes  are  consulted,  I 
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shall  breathe  a  little  while  longer.  I  want 
to  meet  my  son  again." 

"  If  I  only  knew " 

"  You  know  enough,"  interrupted  the 
colonel.  "  I  must  be  as  patient  as  I  can, 
and  wait — if  life  remains — for  his  return. 
If  dead,  Bob,  tell  him  that  his  father  for- 
gave him  nothing,  for  he  had  nothing  to 
forgive." 

"  He  will  not  think  so,"  replied  the  vicar, 
"  in  the  calm  moments  of  reflection." 

"  Whoever  heard  of  a  Leferne  having 
calm  moments  of  reflection  ?"  asked  the 
colonel,  with  a  slight,  inward,  and  scarcely 
audible  laugh.  "  Did  you  ever  know  me  to 
have  one  ?" 

The  Rev.  Robert  Roundhead  w^as  per- 
haps opportunely  attacked  with  a  short, 
dry  cough,  and  placed  a  hand  upon  his 
lips. 

*'  We,"  continued  the  colonel,  "  whose 
motto   is   to    '  live    with    will    unfettered,' 
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must  not  turn  back  the  pages  of  life's  his- 
tory. Our  race  having  lived  each  for  him- 
self, Aubrey  has  carried  out  the  example 
only  set  by  his  ancestors." 

•'And  yet,  Xed,  I  have  known  you  to 
feel  what  family  pride  is,"  returned  his  com- 
panion, "let  the  objections  raised  to  its  fame 
be  what  they  may." 

''You  apply  a  mild  term,"  added  the 
colonel,  "  in  saying  '  objections,'  for  which, 
I  fear,  the  more  potent  one  of  selfish  ras- 
cality might  be  substituted  with  greater 
justice.  You  are  right,  however,  in  stating 
that,  in  spite  of  all  that  may  be  thought, 
said,  or  written  against  the  rectitude  of  our 
family,  and  its  total  disregard  for  the  moral 
code  by  which  the  artificial  state  of  society 
permits  itself  to  be  governed,  my  vanity  is 
gratified  at  the  bare  thought  that  I  am  one 
of  them.  I  would  be,  had  I  the  choice, 
neither  more  nor  less  than  a  Leferne." 

"The   name,    at     least,"   said    the    Rev. 
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Robert  Roundhead,  ''  is  conspicuous  for  its 
brave  deeds." 

"  Ay,  Bob,"  responded  the  colonel,  as  a 
red  glow  lighted  up  his  features,  "  you  have 
thrummed  the  right  chord.  The  old  blood 
never  blanched  before  an  enemy.  Our  bit- 
terest detractors  must  call  us  bold,  if  not 
innocent." 

There  was  now  a  pause  of  some  duration 
which  neither  seemed  disposed  to  break. 
At  length,  however,  the  vicar,  appearing  to 
feel  it  awkward,  remarked, 

*'  In  bringing  me  here,  Ned,  I  think  you 
wished  to  speak  upon  a  special  subject." 

"For  once  in  my  life,  at  least,"  replied 
the  colonel,  ''the  subject  will  be  a  serious 
one,  and  I  chose  this  spot  purposely  to  dis- 
cuss it — opposite  Sir  Harold's  daffodils, 
which  come  and  go,  die  and  appear  again. 
What  is  life.  Bob  ?" 

The  unexpected  and  somewhat  abrupt 
question  seemed  to  take  tlie  colonel's  com- 
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panion  so  much  by  surprise  that  he  did 
nothing  but  continue  to  look  in  mute  silence 
at  the  questioner. 

*'Iam  not  disposed,  you  had  better  under- 
stand," continued  the  colonel,  "  before  intro- 
ducing it,  to  listen  to  platitudes  from  the 
pulpit,  or  quotations  from  the  most  erudite 
works  on  theology.  1  want  to  learn,  if  I 
can,  from  you,  while  I  possess  the  mysteri- 
ous gift,  what  is  life  in  its  reality?" 

''The  active  condition  of  the  physical  and 
mental  organs  seems  to  me,"  replied  the 
Eev.  Robert  Roundhead,  "about  as  plain 
and  simple  an  answer  as  I  could  give." 

"Through  what  agency?"  asked  the 
colonel. 

"  You  object  to  my  referring  to  the 
generally  accepted  authorities  on  this 
point?"  said  the  vicar. 

"  In  giving  me  one,"  responded  the 
colonel,  ''  I  might  probably  bring  forward 
another   to    controvert    it.      Let    me    have 
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your  own  definition,  Bob,  of  what  life  is." 
The  Rev.  Robert  Roundhead  cleared  his 
voice,  and  thus  began  : 

'•'The  subject  is  replete  with  interest, 
resolving  itself  into  a  problem  beyond  the 
finite  reasoning  of  man  to  solve,  and  yet  it 
seems  to  me  that,  in  both  holy  and  pagan 
history,  we  possess  an  inkling  of  the  truth. 
When  man  was  created,  it  is  written  that 
'  the  breath  of  life  was  breathed  into  his 
nostrils,'  showing  conclusively  that  the 
power  of  animation  was  given  direct  from 
his  Maker.  The  living  power  of  man  is 
also  attributed  by  the  heathen  to  the  fire 
stolen  from  heaven  by  Prometheus,  and  the 
sources  of  both  allegations  may  be,  and,  I 
think,  are,  one  and  the  same.  The  conven- 
tional expression  of  the  vital  spark  having 
fled,  so  often  used  in  describing  the  latest 
moment  of  existence,  is  an  additional  sup- 
port, however  unconsciously  given,  of  tlie 
truth  of  the  theory  that  life  in  its  reality  is 
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vital  heat  bestowed  in  accordance  with  the 
unerrinof  laws  of  Nature,  governed  and 
regulated  by  them,  and  its  influence  ceasing 
only  w^hen  the  circle  of  its  current  in  which 
it  moves  stops,  and  the  machine  moves  no 
more." 

"  I  like  the  argument,"  remarked  the 
colonel,  with  his  eyes  fixed  thoughtfully  on 
the  ground  before  him.  "  It  sounds  ra- 
tional, Bob.  Let  me  have  a  continuation  of 
this  strange  philosophy.  The  allegation  on 
your  part  is  that  something  has  quitted  the 
machine  when  it  stops,  no  matter  the  name 
by  which  it  is  called  or  known.  What 
becomes  of  it  ?" 

'*  Ay,"  responded  his  companion,  "there 
is  the  impenetrable  mystery,  the  great 
secret !  That  a  force  which  directed  the  phy- 
sical organization,  and  gave  to  the  marvel- 
lous nervous  system  sensation,  thought,  voli- 
tion, and  will  has  left  the  body,  with  the  last 
beat  of  the  pulse,  no  one  can  doubt  for  a 
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single  moment.  It  is  apparent  to  our  senses. 
When  life  ceases,  call  it  by  what  we  may, 
something  real  but  unsubstantial  has  fled. 
Who  can  say  where  ?" 

"Your  question  is  the  one  I  want  an- 
swered," rejoined  the  colonel.  "  As  every- 
thincr  we  see  and  touch  around  us  is  under 
the  influence  of  fixed  and  certain  laws,  why 
sliould  not  the  shadowy  and  unsubstantial  ? 
I  began  to  think  that,  as  the  old  material — 
or  matter,  as  you  philosophers  call  it — is 
worked  up  afresh,  varying  in  shape  and 
appearance,  and  producing  different  effects, 
so  may  the  heat,  force,  or  power  which 
directed  it  when  a  tenant  of  the  frame. 
Seeing,  as  we  do,  that  traits  of  character  are 
often  hereditary,  I  am  far  from  being  con- 
vinced that  we  are  more  responsible  for  our 
sins  and  transgressions  than  the  particular 
form  in  height,  width,  or  depth  of  our 
bodies." 

"We  are  taught " 
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''To  be  all  outside,"  interrupted  the 
colonel,  "  and  a  few  look  conspicuously 
good.  That,  however,"  continued  he,  with 
a  slight,  inward  laugh,  "  may  be  traced  to 
their  not  havincr  been  found  out.  For  it's 
my  opinion,  Bob — putting  entirely  on  one 
side  the  finding  out  part  of  the  business — 
that  the  distinction  is  very  small  between 
the  bad  and  the  good." 

"As  a  polemic,"  replied  the  vicar,  "I 
could  almost  congratulate  you." 

"For  speaking  the  truth,"  .rejoined  the 
colonel,  "although  not  in  a  conventional 
fashion?" 

At  this  moment  a  third  shadow  was 
thrown  from  an  approaching  figure  in  front 
of  the  bed  of  daffodils,  and  the  colonel 
asked,  without  turning  his  head, 

"Who  is  that?" 

Before  the  question  could  receive  a  reply, 
a  haggard,  worn,  and  desperate-looking 
man    stepped   from   behind    the    colonel's 
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chair,  and  stood,  with  compressed  lips  and 
silent  revenge  depicted  in  every  lineament 
of  his  features,  glaring  savagely  at  him. 

The  stern,  haughty,  and  blinkless  look, 
however,  which  was  returned,  seemed  to 
make  the  stranger's  eyelids  droop,  and  the 
effect  was  not  altogether  lost  upon  Colonel 
Leferne. 

'*  Who  gave  you  permission  to  intrude 
yourself  upon  me  ?"  said  he,  in  a  tone  which 
corresponded  with  his  look. 

"  No  one,"  replied  Ivy's  father  ;  for  it 
was  he,  although  so  changed  that  even  his 
own  child — she  who  had  done  her  best  so 
long  to  make  his  home  happ}^ — might  have 
passed  him  as  one  unknown  to  her.  "  No 
one,"  repeated  he,  "but  I  have  been  a  long 
way,  sir,  to  no  purpose.     I  cannot  find  her." 

"And  this  you  seem  to  deplore,"  rejoined 
the  colonel,  with  the  steady,  unflinching 
gaze  still  bent  upon  Harry  Girling,  who  ap- 
peared to  cower  beneath  it.     "  My  opinion 
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is   that    you  may  be  congratulated  on  the 
result." 

"Why?"  was  the  harsh  and  passionate 
demand. 

Colonel  Leferne's  two  fingers  were  raised, 
and  the  gamekeeper,  from  a  long.practised 
habit,  perhaps,  became  silent  at  the  signal, 
although  the  expression  of  his  countenance 
-vvas  anything  but  caloi. 

"Because  you  might  have  found  one, 
also,  that  1  wait  for,"  was  the  calm  and 
collected  reply. 

"  If  I  had,"  rejoined  Ivy's  father,  and  the 
words  were  muttered  between  his  lips, 
locked  closely  together,  ''  you  might  have 
waited  to  the  last  moment  of  your  life, 
sir,  however  long — but  he  never  would 
have  come." 

"The  inference  is  plain,"  added  the 
colonel,  turning  to  the  vicar,  "  and  I  cannot 
be  expected  to  listen  to  anything  so  revolt- 
ing as  deliberately  planned  murder.     Rid 
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me  of  this  fellow's  presence,  for  I  am  not 
equal  to  the  exertion  myself." 

''You  had  better  leave,"  said  the  vicar,  in 
a  conciliatory  tone  and  manner.  ''No  pos- 
sible good  can  arise  from  any  discussion  on 
this  most  painful  subject." 

''  And  is  this  all  that  is  to  be  said  to  me 
before  I  go?"  mournfully  inquired  Harry 
Girling. 

''What  more  do  you  expect?"  asked  the 
colonel,  "  after  your  expressed  intention  of 
committing  murder  had  a  favourable  oppor- 
tunity presented  itself  ?" 

"  I  meant  what  I  said,"  responded  Ivy's 
father,  with  unquestionable  sincerity  in  his 
words.  "  Your  son  would  never  have 
returned." 

•'He  forgets,  or,  perhaps,  never  knew," 
returned  the  colonel,  addressing  the  vicar, 
"  of  some  of  the  most  interesting  episodes 
in  the  lives  of  those  who  bore  our  name 
when  dolls  seem  to  have  been  the  exciting 
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cause.  There  have  been — if  we  uiay  place 
confidence  in  their  annals — both  red  and 
ready  hands,  and  it  would  appear,  some- 
times, that  the  first  raised  was  the  first  to 
fall." 

Again  the  ominous  words  were  uttered. 

''Your  son  would  never  have  returned." 

''  If  history  repeats  itself,"  observed  the 
colonel,  as  if  the  words  were  merely  the 
unconscious  expression  of  his  own  thoughts, 
''  he  will  come  back  when  his  doll  ceases  to 
prove  attractive.  It  has  always  been  so, 
and,  until  the  toy  is  thrown  aside,  no  argu- 
ment prevails.  Beauty  fades  with  time,  and 
a  Leferne  sees  none  in  decay." 

'*  I  came  not  here,  sir,"  said  Ivy's  father, 
and  his  voice  quivered  as  he  spoke,  "  to 
give  offence,  but  to  ask  if  you  can  lighten 
the  load  at  my  heart  by  telling  me  some- 
thing of  my  child  ?" 

The  colonel's  eyes  were  fixed  thoughtfully 
on  the  daffodils;  but  he  said  nothing  in  reply. 
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''  1  have  travelled  far  in  search  of  her/^ 
continued  he,  "  and  could  go  no  further. 
Day  and  night  have  I  wandered  in  the  hope 
that  I  might  hear,  perhaps,  where  she  might 
be  found ;  but  all  proved  useless,  and  I  am 
here  only  to  ask,  sir,  your  pity  for  my 
sorrow." 

As  rigid  as  if  carved  from  stone,  Colonel 
Leferne  sat  gazing  in  silence  at  the  daffodils. 

''Pity I"  at  length  ejaculated  the  colonel, 
"I  never  knew  its  meaning.  But,  what- 
ever may  be  its  worth  at  my  hands,  consider 
that  you  receive  it,  and  go  from  m}^  pre- 
sence." 

"  May  I  ask,  sir,  if  you  know  anything  of 
ray  daughter  that  you  can  tell  me  ?"  asked 
Ivy's  father,  without  the  faintest  trace  left 
of  his  feelings  when  he  first  appeared  ;  for 
he  now  stood  before  one  who  controlled 
him  with  a  look. 

*^  Nothing,"  curtly  responded  the  colonel. 
''I  await  my  son's  return,  being  informed 
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of  no  movements  of  his  from  the  moment  he 
left  until  this." 

"  Have  I  your  leave,  sir,  to  go  to  my 
cottage  again  for  one  night  ?"  inquired 
Harry  Girling,  and  if  the  tears  did  not  fall 
from  his  eyes  they  floated  in  them. 

"  Yes,"  rephed  the  colonel,  waving  a 
hand  impatiently.  "  So  long  as  you  leave 
me,  go  where  it  pleases  you  most.  I  care 
not  where." 

Without  further  remark  Ivy's  father 
slowly  quitted  the  presence  of  Colonel 
Leferne,  who,  as  soon  as  the  gamekeeper 
had  left,  observed,  "That  philosopher  was 
not  far  from  right  who  called  the  attention 
of  mankind  to  the  fact  that  the  wrongs  and 
misfortunes  of  others  are  remembered  with 
a  degree  of  satisfaction — if  not  with  pleasure 
— that  they  are  not  our  own.  Now,  that 
fellow,"  continued  he,  "  only  thinks  of  the 
loss  of  his  daughter,  and  neither  knows 
nor  cares  of  the  ruinous  effects  which  her 
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doll-like  charms  have  produced  upon  my 
broken  fortunes.  It  is  a  selfish  world,  Bob. 
Give  me  your  arm,"  and  as  they  came 
towards  the  bed  of  daifodils  so  they  depart- 
ed from  it. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

mHE  parrot  at  "  The  Greyhound,"  hav- 
-^  ing  proved  to  be  a  true  prophet, 
was  recjarded  at  Newmarket  as  a  verv 
rare  bird,  and  one  in  which  unreserved 
confidence  might  be  reposed.  Having 
repeatedly  expressed  the  opinion,  and  held 
it  to  the  last,  that  *'  the  colonel  would  win 
the  Derby,"  she  had  won  for  herself  the 
distinction  of  beinor  an  oracle  which  migrht 

o  c 

be  consulted  in  full  reliance  of  its  being — 
in  accordance  with  the  description  of 
Jacket  and  Gaiters,  who  still  frequented  the 
bar — "  the  right  tip."  From  some  cause, 
however,  known  only  to  herself,  she  became 
remarkably  silent  after  the  consummation  of 
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her  prophecy,  and,  with  one  eye  closely 
shut,  peered  through  the  bars  of  her  cage 
with  the  other  in  a  way  which  proved  some- 
what tantalizing  to  the  expectant  beholder. 

"  Come,  I  say,"  exclaimed  Jacket  and 
Gaiters,  as  he  stood  before  the  bar  using 
every  kind  of  blandishment  to  prevail  upon 
the  dumb  bird  to  speak,  "  what's  the  matter 
with  ye  ?" 

"  It's  my  opinion,"  replied  the  gentleman 
behind  the  bar,  in  a  light,  airy  costume,  of 
which  the  sleeves  of  his  shirt,  and  a  small 
white  apron,  formed  conspicuous  but  separate 
portions,  "  it's  my  opinion,'"  repeated  he, 
in  the  act  of  drawing  a  pint  of  old  mixed, 
''that  our  parrot  isn't  to  be  fiddled." 

"Who  wants  to  fiddle  her?"  inquired 
Jacket  and  Gaiters,  in  a  strong  tone  of 
powerful  indignation. 

"  I  don't  say  you  do,"  rejoined  the 
gentleman  behind  the  bar,  dexterously 
blowing  the  head  off  the  pint  of  old  mixed, 
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in  order  to  see  that  the  measure  was  fair ; 
*'but  some  does." 

"  Well,  whether  I  don't  and  t'others  do/' 
returned  Jacket  and  Gaiters,  "  it  seems  all 
the  same.  The  old  devil  remains  as  dumb 
as  a  post." 

"  She'll  speak  again  some  day,"  said  the 
gentleman  behind  the  bar,  ''  when  she's  had 
time  to  think  a  bit  longer.  Our  parrot  is 
not  to  be  fiddled." 

Again  the  gentleman  before  the  bar 
seemed  to  feel  that  his  honour  had  been 
impugned,  and  wished  to  be  distinctly 
understood  by  the  gentleman  behind  the 
bar  that  the  intention  of  ''  fiddling  "  was  as 
remote  from  his  mind  as  any  supposed 
distance  in  infinite  space. 

*'A11  I  ax  is,"  said  Jacket  and  Gaiters, 
"what  she's  got  to  say  about  the  Great 
Match?" 

'*  /  should  like  to  know  that,"  replied  the 
gentleman    behind   the   bar,    with    a  grin. 
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"  quite  as  soon  as  you.     It's  no  use   trying 
to  get  on  when  all  the  books  are  full." 

"  You'd  then  back  the  parrot's  tip  ?"  said 
Jacket  and  Gaiters. 

"Let  me  have  the  first  chance,"  respond- 
ed the  gentleman  behind  the  bar,  "  and  I'll 
put  it  down  like  a  man  who  expects  to  take 
it  up  again.  They'll  see  no  flinching  in 
me." 

"  It's  wonderful,"  returned  Jacket  and 
Gaiters,  with  a  long-drawn  sigh,  ''  how 
people  will  follow  a  parrot's  tip.  1 
back  it." 

At  this  moment  the  bird  particularly  re- 
ferred to  gave  a  vigorous  shake  of  her  fea- 
thers, and  with  her  head  placed  at  an  acute 
angle,  and  an  eye  screwed  close,  seemed  to 
convey  the  impression  that  she  was  not  to 
be  "fiddled,"  whatever  might  be  thought 
or  said  of  her. 

"When  the  bookmakers,"  observed  the 
gentleman   behind    the  bar,   "  thought  the 
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Unknown  was  a  dead-un,  how  she  stuck  to 
it  that  he  would  win." 

"  I  began  to  fear  that  all  my  sugar  was 
in  the  melting  pot,"  returned  Jacket  and 
Gaiters,  "  it  looked  as  if  he  was  as  safe  not 
long  before  the  start  as  cat's  meat.  But 
that's  all  over  "  continued  he,  ''  the  losingrs 
paid  or  owing,  and  the  winnings  spent. 
What  we  want  to  know  is  something^  about 
the  Great  Match.  Come,  Polly,  what's 
your  tip  ?" 

Acrain  the  reticent  bird  shook   her  feath- 

o 

ers,  and  with  one  eye  open,  and  the  other 
shut,  peeped  through  the  bars  of  her  cage 
in  a  manner  which  seemed  to  say,  "  Here  is 
one  that's  not  to  be  fiddled." 

"  She's  never  spoken  a  w^ord  about  rac- 
ing since  the  Derby,"  remarked  the  gentle- 
man behind  the  bar,  *'  although,"  continued 
he,  dropping  his  voice  a  full  octave,  "I 
believe  she  swears  to  herself  night  and 
day." 
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*^  What  a  d — d  old  reptile  she  must  be  !" 
exclaimed  Jacket  and  Gaiters. 

^'  Not  a  bad  sort,  either,"  replied  the  gen- 
tleman behind  the  bar ;  "  only  she's  not 
made  up  her  mind  about  the  Great  Match, 
and  she's  a-thinking." 

At  this  juncture  the  object  of  discourse 
made  known  that  one  thought  at  least 
should  no  longer  be  concealed,  and  she 
forthwith  expressed  it  by  announcing  that 
the  gentleman  behind  the  bar  was  not  to  be 
trusted  in  a  strictly  moral  point  of  view. 

'^  She  had  you  there  !''  said  Jacket  and 
Gaiters,  in  great  glee,  as  he  dived  both 
hands  into  the  bottom  of  his  breeches  pock- 
ets.    ''  She  had  you  there  !"  repeated  he. 

"  And  you're  another,"  added  the  hither- 
to silent  bird,  with  a  shake  which  dispossess- 
ed her  permanently  of  a  few  of  her 
feathers. 

It  was  now  the  turn  of  the  gentleman 
behind  the  bar. 
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c(  We're  both  alike,  you  hear,"  said  he, 
with  a  laugh  which  expressed  much  person- 
al satisfaction.  ''I  don't  care  so  loner  as  I'm 
not  alone  among  bad  company.  Give  me  a 
pal  and  I'm  'appy." 

"There's  something  in  that,"  replied 
Jacket  and  Gaiters,  reflectively.  '•  If  I  was 
a-going  to  be  scragged,  I  should  like  to  be 
strung  up  with  a  pal  at  my  side,  and  if  so  be 
my  back  was  a-going  to  be  scratched  by  a 
dozen  or  two  of  the  cat,  I  should  say,  as  a 
matter  of  choice,  let  my  best  friend  take  a 
full  share  with  me.  It  would  lessen  my 
pain,  I  think,  to  know  that  he  got  a  dollop 
as  well."" 

At  this  moment,  and  for  a  third  time, 
the  parrot  shook  her  feathers,  and,  raising  a 
foot,  gave  the  top  of  her  head  a  rub  which 
displayed  more  violence  than  tenderness  in 
its  action. 

"  That's  the  way  she  polishes  up  her 
thoughts,"  observed  the  gentleman  behind 
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the  bar,  "  before  talking  more  sense  some- 
times than  most  men." 

"  P'raps  she  a-going  to  give  us  the  tip 
about  the  Great  Match,"  replied  Jacket  and 
Gaiters.     "  Now,  Polly,  what  is  it  ?" 

But  Polly  seemed,  as  yet,  not  in  the  hu- 
mour to  speak,  and  merely  looked  in  silence 
at  her  interrogator  with  one  eye  fixed  stead- 
ily upon  him. 

"  It's  no  use  trying  to  fiddle  one  word 
out  of  her,"  rejoined  the  gentleman  behind 
the  bar.    "  We  must  wait  until  she's  ready." 

"Our  OSS  is  getting  ready,"  returned 
Jacket  and  Gaiters,  folding  his  arms  deliber- 
ately across  the  front  of  his  shirt,  and 
widening  the  position  of  his  legs  before  the 
bar  like  a  pair  of  stretched  out  compasses. 
*'  I  saw  him,"  continued  he,  with  the  most 
profound  admiration  as  the  vision  again 
appeared  in  his  mind's  eye,  "  take  a  pipe- 
opener  this  morning  over  the  Rowley  Mile, 
and  he  went  like  a  meteor." 
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''  It  will  be  a  great  match  !"  exclaimed 
the  gentleman  behind  the  bar.  "  But  it's 
asking  the  Unknown  to  do  a  marvellous 
thing  to  give  a  year  to  such  a  stayer  as 
Belted  Will  over  the  Beacon  Course." 

"  He'll  do  it,"  confidently  responded 
Jacket  and  Gaiters,  "  and  easy,  too." 

*'  Will  he  ?"  returned  somebody  or  some- 
thing, in  a  thick,  guttural  voice,  and,  to  the 
great  dismay  of  the  gentlemen  both  before 
and  behind  the  bar,  the  foreboding  mono- 
syllables seemed  to  come  from  inside  the 
bars  of  the  parrot's  cage. 

''Was  that  Polly?"  asked  Jacket  and 
Gaiters,  looking,  as  he  felt,  anything  but 
gratified  at  the  inferred  doubt  which  the 
question  raised. 

"  I  think  it  was,"  replied  the  gentleman 
behind  the  bar  between  hope  and  dread  ; 
but  the  latter  emotion  prevailed,  or  the 
tone  and  manner  did  not  portray  the  domi- 
nant sentiment. 

VOL.  III.  I 
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"It'll  be  a  great  match,"  said  the  bird, 
repeating  the  precise  words  of  the  gentle- 
man behind  the  bar  as  she  winked  at  Jacket 
and  Gaiters. 

''And  the  Unknown  will  win  in  a  walk," 
exclaimed  Jacket  and  Gaiters,  "  as  a  first- 
class,  unbeaten  race-oss  should  win  !" 

''  Will  he  ?"  responded  the  parrot.  "  Will 
he?" 

"  I  begin  to  think,"  remarked  the  gentle- 
man behind  the  bar,  with  a  feeling  of  un- 
conscious dread  stealing  over  him,  ''  that 
she's  not  cock-sure  that  he  vnll  win  in  a 
walk." 

"  Let  us  say  in  a  canter,  then,"  suggested 
Jacket  and  Gaiters,  by  way  of  amendment. 

"  Will  he  ?"  again  echoed  the  parrot,  and 
the  one  eye  that  was  opened  seemed  to 
twinkle  as  she  spoke. 

"  Belted  Will,"  continued  Jacket  and 
Gaiters,  still  dwelling  on  the  subject  of  so 
much  interest  to  himself,  "  is  a  rare  sticker 
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over  a  distance,  and  may  make  a  fight  of  it 
on  the  post  by  a  short  head." 

"  Will  he?"  reiterated  the  parrot.  "  Will 
he  ?" 

"  This  takes  some  of  the  confidence  out 
of  me,"  remarked  Jacket  and  Gaiters, 
gloomily.     "  I  don't  quite  like  it." 

"Nor  I  either,"  responded  the  gentleman 
behind  the  bar,  with  corresponding  depres- 
sion. *'It  doesn't  sound  musical  to  my  ears." 

"  But  what  can  she  know  about  it  ?" 
sneered  Jacket  and  Gaiters.  "  We  ought 
to  feel  ashamed  of  ourselves  for  listening  to 
a  parrot." 

"  You  wouldn't  have  said  so,"  replied  the 
gentleman  behind  the  bar,  '*  if  she'd  spoken 
as  you  wished." 

"There's  a  good  deal  in  that,"  rejoined 
Jacket  and  Gaiters.  "  But,  after  all,  what 
can  a  parrot  know  about  the  Great  Match 
that's  to  come  off  between  the  Unknown 
and  Belted  Will  ?" 

I  2 
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"  The  Colonel  '11 "  but  the  bird  left 

the  sentence  unfinished,  and,  nestling  her 
head  under  a  wing,  the  gentleman  behind 
the  bar  and  his  companion  remained  to 
cogitate  undisturbed  upon  the  mysterious 
future  anent— "the  Great  Match." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

fTlHE  Unknown  had  fulfilled  his  two  en- 
-■-  gageraents  to  the  intense  satisfaction 
of  those  who  had  practically  and  substan- 
tially supported  their  ardent  opinions  that 
he  would  win  them.  As  a  Newmarket 
horse,  the  inhabitants  of  Newmarket — in- 
cluding the  parrot — were  strong  and  loud 
in  their  praise  of  Queen  Mary's  son,  and 
expressed  their  belief  that  ''  weight  for  age 
nothing  in  training  could  beat  him  over  a 
severe  course."  Many  and  general  were 
the  sanguine  hopes  entertained  on  the  part 
and  behalf  of  the  inhabitants  of  Newmarket 
that  the  hypothetical  accomplishment  might 
become  a  matter  of  record,   or  the  myth 


118  TOO  FAST  TO  LAST. 

dispelled    by   a   less   glorious    enrollment. 

The  colonel  had  been  in  his  time  so  great 
a  sportsman,  and  was  still  so  popular,  that, 
although  the  owner  of  but  a  single  horse  in 
training,  the  eyes  of  Newmarket  were  drawn 
to  a  focus,  and  fixed  in  a  blinkless  gaze 
upon  him.  The  colonel  had  been  in  his 
time  the  best  matchmaker  that  Newmarket 
had  ever  known,  and,  whether  before  dinner 
or  after,  seldom  made  a  mistake  in  accept- 
ing with  a  weight  which  won ;  it  being  con- 
fessed that  the  race  lies  always  in  the  scales. 
The  colonel  had  been  in  his  time  invincible, 
and  Newmarket  desired  a  proof  that  he  re- 
tained some  of  the  form  of  other  da3^s. 

It  was  not  long,  after  the  excitement 
reached  a  culminating  high  pitch,  that  New- 
market was  kept  in  the  torture  of  suspense. 
Rumours  had  been  circulated  that  a  chal- 
lenge had  been  sent  by  a  great  stable  in  the 
north  to  match  Belted  Will,  ''one  of  the  best 
cup  horses  of  the  present  century,"  so  the 
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oracles  of  the  Turf  averred,  against  the  Un- 
known over  his  own  distance.  In  the  ordi- 
nary course  of  mundane  events,  these 
rumours,  being  left  uncontradicted,  strength- 
ened with  acre  until  it  w^as  ^^enerallv  acknow- 
ledged,  as  a  fact  in  anticipation,  that  these 
"  cracks  of  the  north  and  south  "  would 
meet  as  rivals  for  the  double  first-class 
honour  to  decide  which  w^as  the  best  of  the 
two.  Then  followed  by  way  of  climax  the 
public  announcement  of  the  conditions  of 
the  race,  which  set  at  rest  all  doubt,  if  any 
remained,  upon  the  subject : — "  Houghton 
Meeting.  Match,  £1,000,  Beacon  Course. 
The  Unknown,  4  years  old,  8st.  7lb,  Belted 
Will,  5  years  old,  8st.  71b." 

There  was  now  but  one  topic  of  absorbing 
public  interest  at  Newmarket.  Men  and 
lads  of  all  w^eights,  from  welter  to  feather, 
spoke,  thought,  and  dreamt  of  nothing  but 
the  Great  Match.  The  opposed  horses  re- 
presenting antagonistic  interests,  it  is  need- 
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less  to  add  that  opinions  clashed  with 
pardonable  violence  concerning  the  prob- 
able result,  and  those  of  the  north  and  south 
were  apparently  as  wide  asunder  as  the 
poles  themselves.  Upon  one  point,  how- 
ever, all  seemed  united,  and  that  was  that, 
taking  into  consideration  the  relative  merits 
of  each,  it  was  asking  the  Unknown  to  *'  do 
a  great  thing  to  give  a  year  to  Belted 
Will  over  the  Beacon  Course."  All  the 
weights,  feather  and  welter,  at  Newmarket 
were  agreed  as  to  this,  and  no  opposition 
was  offered  by  the  most  interested  concern- 
ing the  herculean  nature  of  the  task  assigned 
to  Colonel  Leferne's  single  horse  in  training. 
-  Mark  Rookson,  in  the  scarcely  enviable 
capacity  of  trainer,  had  known,  from  long 
experience,  what  the  responsibility  meant 
of  having  a  great  public  favourite  under  his 
immediate  charge;  but  never  did  the  full 
weight  sit  more  heavily  on  his  shoulders 
than  as  the  day  approached  for  the  decision 


TOO  FAST  TO  LAST.  121 

of  the  Great  Match.  The  Unknown  was 
doing  as  well  as  he  could  wish,  and  he 
entertained  little  fear  of  enemies  without  or 
enemies  within.  The  strict  discipline  and 
watchfulness  of  the  Heath  House  stable  was 
such  as  to  leave  but  the  bare  possible  chance 
of  treachery  proving  successful  in  the  most 
cunning  guise  it  could  assume. 

''  It  must  be  a  near  thing,"  soliloquized 
Mark  Rookson,  turning  over  the  pages  of 
the  Bacing  Calendar,  a  work  of  reference, 
which  he  had  frequently  to  consult,  ''  and  T 
wish  I  could  think  it  would  not  be  quite  so 
close.  The  one  a  four-year-old  and  the 
other  five,  at  even  weights  over  the  Beacon 
Course.  It  is  asking  our  horse  to  do  too 
much  ;  but  still  I  think,"  continued  he,  after 
a  short  reflective  pause,  ''that  he  will  do  it. 
Looking  at  what  the  north  country  horse 
has  done,"  continued  he,  again  glancing  at 
the  volume  before  him,  "and  knowing  w^hat 
ours  can  do,  I  believe  there  are  not  more 
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than  three  pounds  between  them  ;  but  that 
the  difference  is  on  our  side.  Over  such  a 
course,  however,  this  is  too  small  to  depend 
upon  for  anything  like  a  certainty,  and  I  wish 
the  colonel  had  not  drawn  it  quite  so  fine 
for  his  own  sake,  and  " — the  speaker  stop- 
ped short  in  his  speech,  and  then  added — 
"  mine." 

A  timid  if  not  modest  knock  was  now 
heard  at  the  door  of  the  apartment  in  which 
Mark  Kookson  was  sitting,  and  permission 
being  given  for  the  visitor  to  make  his  or 
her  appearance,  as  the  case  might  be,  Wil- 
liam Bottles  entered  without  further  an- 
nouncement, and  stood  in  an  uneasy  posi- 
tion, with  a  look  of  grave  doubt  as  to 
whether  lie  was  a  welcome  visitor  or  not. 

"  Oh  !  Mister  Bottles,"  exclaimed  Mark 
Rookson,  in  a  voice  and  manner  which 
scarcely  displayed  a  gush  of  joy  at  seeing 
his  visitor,  ''  is  that  you  ?" 

William    Bottles,    nervously  and    uncon- 
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sciously  rubbing  his  hat  the  wrong  way, 
replied  that  "he  was  the  identical  indi- 
vidual referred  to.     He  was  soJ' 

"And  to  what  am  I  indebted  for  this 
somewhat  early  morning  call  ?"  rejoined 
]\Iark  Rookson,  closing  the  volume  before 
him  in  a  deliberate,  methodical  way,  cross- 
ing one  leg  over  the  other,  and  gently  sub- 
siding backwards  in  the  easy- chair  in  which 
he  was  sittincr.  "  And  to  what  am  I  indebted 
for  this  somewhat  early  morning  call  ?"  re- 
peated he,  bending  a  look  upon  William 
Bottles  which  seemed  to  do  anything  but 
add  to  the  strength  of  his  temporary  want 
of  self-confidence. 

William  Bottles  coughed  as  if  something 
in  his  throat  threatened  to  strangle  him, 
applied  a  bent  elbow  by  way  of  a  brush  to 
his  hat,  which  began  to  look  the  picture  of 
illustrated  misery,  and,  in  an  uncertain  voice, 
essayed  to  give  a  reply,  but  failed  as  the 
first  syllable  died  still-born  upon  his  lips. 
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Without  lifting  his  eyes  from  his  much- 
injured  hat,  WilHam  Bottles  felt  that  the 
disturbing  look  was  still  fixed  upon  him, 
and  he  remained  dumb  under  its  influence. 

"  You  have  something  to  say,"  encourag- 
ingly observed  Mark  Rookson.  "What  is 
it?" 

The  obstructing  impediment  to  William 
Bottles'  powers  of  speech  seemed  now  to  be 
removed,  and  he  left  off  brushing  his  hat 
the  wrong  way. 

"  I  wanted  to  speak  to  3^ou,  sir,"  began 
he,  but  with  marked  hesitation  in  his  man- 
ner, ''about  the  Great  Match." 

'*  Well?"  briefly  returned  Mark  Rookson. 

Billy  Bottles  began  to  feel  the  choking 
sensation  in  his  throat  again,  but  managed 
to  swallow  it  with  an  effort  which  partook 
of  a  spasm. 

"We  all  know  what  it  must  be  to  the 
colonel  if  the  Unknown  loses,  sir,"  resumed 
he.     "There  won't  be  a  button  left  upon 
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his  last  shirt,  to  say  nothing  of  what  must 
become  of  the  only  shirt  belonging  to  me." 

Mark  Rookson  entertained  a  reserved 
opinion  that  the  interest  of  the  speaker  was 
quite  as  great  in  the  article  of  linen  men- 
tioned as  his  own  personal  property  as  the 
buttonless  shirt  of  Colonel  Leferne. 

"Admitting  your  statement  to  be  true,'^ 
responded  the  Unknown's  trainer,  ''  what 
then  ?" 

"The  plunging  has  been  awful  on  this 
event,  sir,"  rejoined  William  Bottles,  in  a 
tone  approaching  the  solemn,  "  and,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  colonel  and  his  party,  the 
only  question  to  be  settled  is  which  is  to  be 
broke,  the  north  or  the  south  ?" 

*' A  truly  momentous  question  for  each," 
observed  Mark  Rookson,  as  if  addressed  to 
himself. 

"  And  it's  one,  sir,"  returned  William 
Bottles,  gaining  confidence  as  he  proceeded, 
"  that  we  ou£:ht  to  know  a  little  more  about 
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than    we    do    at   present.     We   ought   so" 

"  How  ?"  curtly  asked  the  trainer. 

William  Bottles  was  again  subjected  to  a 
feeling  of  obstruction  in  the  throat,  but  with 
a  convulsive  effort  seemed  to  get  rid  of  the 
impediment. 

"  A  trial  would  settle  it,"  replied  William 
Bottles,  '*  bar  accident.     It  would  so."" 

''With  what?"  inquired  Mark  Rookson. 

William  Bottles  gave  a  suspicious  glance 
over  each  shoulder,  and  then,  stooping  for- 
wards, whispered  hoarsely, 

"With  the  north-country  'oss  himself,  sir. 
Belted  Will." 

"Are  you  authorised  to  make  this  pro- 
posal to  me  ?"  inquired  the  trainer,  fixing  a 
steady  look  upon  the  speaker,  which  gave  a 
slight  shock  to  his  nervous  system. 

''There's  nothing  of  a  cross  about  it," 
returned  William  Bottles,  in  the  belief  that 
the  moment  had  come  for  justifying  himself 
"All  is  to  be  on  the  square — a  fliir  trial 
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between  the  two  before  the  race  comes  off 
for  the  private  advantage  of  all  in  the 
know." 

"  In  order—" 

"That  we  ruay  not  be  among  the  skinned 
lambs,"  interrupted  William  Bottles,  having 
a  slight  dread  that  the  conclusion  of  Mark 
Rookson's  senteuce  might  not  be  so  mild  in 
convevini^  the  same  meanincf. 

"The  game  is  certainly  a  winning  one," 
observed  Mark  Rookson.  "  and  almost  as 
2ood  as  the  three  card  trick." 

William  Bottles  felt  that  the  latter  part 
of  this  remark,  whether  intentional  or  other- 
wise, was  rather  of  a  personal  kind,  and 
suspected  that  some  of  his  antecedents  were 
not  altogether  hidden  from  Mark  Rookson. 

"  As  a  safe  bit  of  business,"  observed 
AVilliam  Bottles,  after  a  pause  of  irksome 
duration,  "  I  don't  think  it  could  be  much 
improved  upon." 

"  And  to  whom  are  we  eternally  indebted 
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for  scheming  this  safe  bit  of  business  ?"  asked 
Mark  Rookson,  with  an  expression  upon  his 
features  which  no  one  skilled  in  physiog- 
nomy would  have  felt  the  shadow  of  a  doubt 
about  the  impression. 

William  Bottles,  however,  felt  flattered 
at  the  question,  and  admitted,  without  re- 
servation, that  it  originated  with  him.  It 
did  so. 

"  Belted  Will's  trainer  and  I,"  continued 
he,  "  are  old  pals  who  have  seen  the  ups 
and  downs  of  a  racing  career,  and  we  all 
know,  sir,"  said  he,  with  a  nod  of  the  head 
which  signified  emphasis,  "  that  it's  not  all 
beer  and  skittles." 

Mark  Rookson,  with  a  long-drawn  breath, 
appeared  to  tacitly  agree  in  every  minute 
particular  to  this  sage  aphorism. 

"Now,  said  I  to  myself,"  resumed  Wil- 
liam Bottles,  "  and  then  to  my  old  pal, 
'What  a  chance  there  is  to  land  a  gold 
mine,  with  about  the  risk  of  a  glass  of  gin. 
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by  having  a  trial  between  these  osses  over 
the  Beacon  Course  itself,  and  then  being 
guided  by  the  result  as  to  what  our  next 
move  should  be  !' " 

"Are  both  owners  to  be  in  the  secret?" 
inquired  Mark  Rookson. 

"  Both,''  replied  William  Bottles,  com- 
placently, "  so  neither  is  to  be  robbed." 

"I  never  heard  of  a  more  honest  piece  of 
rascality,"  rejoined  Mark  Rookson,  laugh- 
ing. "  It  begins  to  look  like  thieving  no 
robbery." 

"No  one  is  to  be  dropped  in  the  hole, 
sir,"  rejoined  William  Bottles,  beginning  to 
feel  sanguine  of  the  success  of  his  proposition, 
*'with  the  exception  of  those  innocent  lambs, 
the  outsiders,  who  won't  be  in  the  know\" 

"The  racing  weights  to  be  up?"  said 
Mark  Rookson,  interrogatively. 

"  And  the  racing  weights  to  be  up,"  re- 
peated William  Bottles,  by  way  of  reply. 
"  They  are  so" 

VOL.  HI.  K 
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"We  will  speak  of  this  again  at  no  dis- 
tant date,"  returned  Mark  Rookson.  "  In 
the  meantime,  not  only  be  silent  upon  the 
subject,  but  endeavour  to  forget  that  it  has 
either  occupied  your  thoughts  or  mine  for  a 
single  moment." 

William  Bottles  thought  instinctively  what 
was  meant,  and,  without  further  observa- 
tion, took  a  respectful  departure. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

TTTITHIN  the  almost  sacred  walls  of  the 
'  *  Unknown's  box,  so  jealous  was  the 
watch  and  ward  kept  that  no  objectionable 
approach  should  be  made  within  a  safe 
circle  of  its  whereabouts,  Johnny  Tadpole 
and  little  Mite — the  recognized  "  good 
boys  "  of  the  Heather  House  stable — were 
occupied  one  morning  in  dressing  Queen 
Mary's  son,  and  completing  his  toilet  in  a 
manner  which  could  scarcely  have  failed  to 
have  proved  a  most  valuable  lesson  to  a 
lady's  maid  of  high  rank.  Energetic,  skil- 
ful, and  delicate  were  the  palpable  propri- 
eties which  belonged  to  the  artistic  labour 
now  being   bestowed   in    putting   a   polish 

K  2 
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upon  the  already  polished  coat  of  the 
Unknown.  No  half-and-half  measures  for 
Messrs.  Tadpole  and  Mite !  Their  hearts 
were  in  their  work,  and,  therefore,  it  seems 
superfluous  to  add  that  it  was  well  done,  or 
done  well,  which,  perhaps,  is  the  same  thing. 

Upon  his  knees,  and  in  a  posture  w^hich 
approximated  the  devotional,  Johnny  Tad- 
pole was  assiduously  engaged  in  rubbing 
down  the  satin-like  fore  legs  of  Queen 
Mary's  son,  and  enlivening  the  minutes  as 
they  flew  with  the  normal  "  p-s-h,  w-s-h  " 
of  the  stable. 

In  juxtaposition  to  his  friend,  companion, 
and  sharer  of  his  small  earthl}^  possessions, 
little  Mite  had  elevated  himself  upon  the 
bottom  of  an  inverted  pail,  and  was  doing 
all  he  knew  to  make  the  withers,  neck,  and 
back  of  the  Unknown  glisten  through  a  full 
allowance  of  elbow  grease,  which  he  was 
administering  with  a  vigour  which  could 
only  belong  to  a  ''good  boy." 
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Being  properly  and,  therefore,  securely 
*' racked  up,"  Queen  Mary's  son  could  take 
no  undue  liberties  with  his  attendants  ;  but 
every  now  and  then  his  incisors  came  to- 
gether with  a  loud  snap  which,  as  he  turned 
his  head  in  the  direction  of  little  Mite, 
seemed  to  signify  a  strong  desire  of  making 
a  harsh  acknowledojment  for  the  ticklino;  he 
was  receiving  at  his  hands,  the  sequel  being 
a  mouthful. 

The  discipline  being  decidedly  strict  in 
the  Heather  House  stable,  all  boys,  whether 
avowedly  good  or  otherwise,  were  required 
to  work  in  solemn  silence,  and  reserve  their 
powers  of  conversation  for  the  more  fitting 
opportunities  which  the  hours  of  play  pre- 
sented. When  two,  however,  happened  to 
be  in  the  same  box,  and  occupied  in  the 
same  task,  the  temptation  was  irresistible  to 
indulge  in  a  mutual  exchange  of  thoughts, 
and  little  Mite — at  the  imminent  risk  of 
tarnishing  his  cliaracter — took  the  objection- 
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able  lead  in  breaking  a  first  commandment. 
"  I    say,   Taddy,"  began   he,  in   a   voice 
which  would  not  have  been  heard  on  the 
outside  of  the  door  of  the  box,  "  I  feel  as  if 
I  should  like  to  laugh  right  out  loud." 

"  Don't  do   that/'  replied  Johnny,  look- 
ing up  at  his  friend  on  the  bottom  of  the 
inverted  stable-pail,  in  a   subdued   tone  of 
reproach,  "  or,  perhaps,  you'll  be  heard,  and 
we  shall  both  catch  it." 

Little  Mite  compromised  his  inclination 
by  giving  vent  to  a  kind  of  inward  explo- 
sion, which,  although  it  temporarily  inter- 
rupted his  labour,  was  totally  devoid  of  all 
cachinnatory  sound. 

"  Grin  as  long  as  you  like,  so  long  as  it's 
not  loud,"  continued  Johnny  Tadpole,  in  a 
voice  so  gentle  that  a  neighbouring  mouse 
remained  undisturbed  in  his  slumber.  ''  But 
what's  it  all  about  ?" 

*'It's  all  about,"  replied  little  Mite,  quit- 
ting his  work,  and  pressing  both  hands  on 
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his  very  small  ribs,  as  if  they  began  to  ache 
from  the  convulsive  action  which  had  been 
going  on  within,  and  standing  in  a  bent  at- 
titude on  the  pail  as  if  for  ease.  ''  It's  all 
about,"  repeated  he,  "  they're  trying  to 
nobble  the  guv'nor." 

The  announcement  of  the  immediate 
cause  of  little  Mite's  mirth  was  now  almost 
too  much  for  the  serenity  of  Johnny  Tad- 
pole, and,  leaving  off  hand-rubbing  the  Un- 
known's legs,  he  began  to  roll  his  head  from 
side  to  side  as  if  suffering  from  a  similar 
attack  as  that  of  his  friend. 

""  Don't  say  anything  more  about  it,"  at 
length  gasped  Taddy,  ''  or  I  shall  bust.  I 
shall,  indeed  !" 

"My  sides  feel  ready  to  crack  at  the 
thought  of  that  bit  o'  business,"  replied  little 
Mite.  "I  can't  help  it,"  continued  he, 
partly  recovering  from  temporary  exhaus- 
tion.    *'They  always  do,  and  always  will." 

"The  party  must  have  been  pleased  with 
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themselves  to  think  they  could  get  the  bet- 
ter of  our  guv'nor,"  observed  Johnny  Tad- 
pole, still  chuckling,  as  he  resumed  his  work 
in  a  devotional  posture. 

"  I  think,  Taddy,"  responded  little  Mite, 
also  giving  his  hands  their  former  occupa- 
tion, ''that  great  rogues  are  greater  fools 
after  all.  They're  cunning  and  sly  enough 
up  to  a  certain  point,  and  then  they  seem  to 
forget  that  other  people  have  eyes  and 
ears." 

*'  That's  true  enough,"  rejoined  his  com- 
panion. ''  Three-stun-five  never  spoke  truer 
words  than  them." 

''Mind  your  grammar,  Taddy,"  returned 
little  Mite,  reprovingly.  "  I  don't  think 
them  was  quite  in  tune,  and,  as  Mister 
William  Bottles  says,  '  when  you  speak 
plain  English,  don't  let  it  be  doubtful 
French.'  " 

''  He  put  his  foot  nicely  into  a  trap, 
though,  when  they  got  him  to  propose  that 
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trial,"  added  Johnny  Tadpole,  without  pay- 
ing the  slightest  attention  to  his  alleged 
grammatical  blunder. 

"  We  shall  never,  perhaps,  quite  know," 
replied  little  Mite,  "  but  I  think  our  guv'nor 
suspected  it  was  a  plant  from  the  beginning, 
and  only  waited  a  bit  to  find  out  who  was 
in  the  swim." 

'^For  once  in  his  life,  at  any  rate,"  re- 
sponded Johnny  Tadpole,  ''  William  Bottles 
w^as  not  sharp  enough  for  the  game  he  had 
to  play.  He  thought,  no  doubt,  the  trial 
was  to  be  on  the  square,  and  not  on  the 
cross." 

"  Which  speaks  so  far  well  for  his  being  a 
flat  on  this  occasion,"  returned  little  Mite. 
"  But  he  ought  to  have  known  better/' 
continued  he.     "  He  ought,  indeed  !" 

"  You  wouldn't  have  been  sharp'd  in  a 
similar  way,"  remarked  Johnny  Tadpole, 
again  turning  an  upward  look  upon  the 
occupant  of  the  pail.     "You  wouldn't  have 
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been  sharp'd  in  a  similar  way  ?"  repeated  he. 

"  I !"  exclaimed  little  Mite,  momentarily 
forgetful  of  the  strict  discipline  of  the 
Heather  House  stable. 

"  Hush  !"  ejaculated  the  more  discreet 
partner  of  his  toil.  "You'll  be  heard 
presently,  and  we  shall  both  catch  it." 

The  caution  acting  with  electrical  effect 
upon  little  Mite,  he  called,  in  a  whisper,  his 
friend's  earnest  attention  to  the  fact  in  all 
its  simplicity  that,  upon  being  interrogated 
one  day  by  a  designing  tout  as  to  his  exact 
weight,  his  evasive  reply  was,  "  With  my 
breeches  on  or  without  'em  ?" 

'*  That's  my  answer,  Taddy,"  continued 
he,  "  as  to  whether  I  was  likely  to  be 
sharp'd  like  Mister  William  Bottles  by  the 
Belted  Will  party." 

"  1  wonder  how  our  guv'nor  smelt  the 
rat  ?"  observed  Johnny  Tadpole.  "  He 
must  have  a  wonderful  nose." 

"  Nose  ?"  repeated  little  Mite,  in  profound 
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admiration.  "  Let  me  see  one  like  his,  and 
I'll  take  my  hat  off!" 

"  How  the  Belted  Will  party  must  have 
stared,"  rejoined  Johnny  Tadpole,  with  a 
''p-s-h,  w-s-h  "  at  the  Unknown's  fore  legs, 
which  began  to  shine  now  more  brilliantly  than 
satin,  "  to  have  heard  when  their  hoss  was 
mounted  for  the  trial,  '  We  had  better  see 
that  the  weights  are  right  first.' " 

"  That's  what  our  guv'nor  said,"  returned 
little  Mite,  ''at  the  partickler  moment  you 
speak  of,  Taddy.  Says  he  in  a  very  solemn 
sort  of  way  before  our  hoss  was  stripped, 
'  We  had  better  see  that  the  weights  are 
right  first.' " 

*'And  then  the  Belted  Will  party," 
added  Johnny  Tadpole,  "  seeing  their  little 
game " 

"  Was  up,"  interrupted  little  Mite,  "  and 
that  the  guv'nor  was  not  to  be  nobbled  in  a 
trial  with  false  weights,  sent  their  hoss 
home " 
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It  was  now  Johnny  Tadpole's  turn  to 
take  up  the  thread  of  the  narrative. 

"With  just  as  much  sorrow  as  thieves 
always  feel,"  continued  he,  ''  when  they're 
found  out." 

"  Yes,"  said  little  Mite,  with  exultation 
in  his  tone,  as  he  rubbed  away  at  the  Un- 
known's withers;  '*but  the  guv'nor  was  not 
to  be  nobbled !" 

"  What  a  game  it  would  have  been," 
remarked  Johnny  Tadpole,  "  if  they  had 
got  the  measure  of  our  boss  at  their  own 
weights,  and  we  not  knowing  what  they 
were.  They  might  have  cracked  up  the 
Bank  of  England." 

''  It  was  an  artful  dodge,"  replied  little 
Mite ;  "  but  like  a  great  many  dodges  of  a 
similar  kind,  it  didn't  come  off  in  a  way 
that  was  meant." 

"The  trial  was  never  intended  by  our 
guv'nor,"  rejoined  Johnny  Tadpole. 

"Not   it,"   returned   little   Mite,  "as  he 
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told  the  Belted  Will  party  in  a  way  they 
were  not  likely  to  forget.  Says  he,  '  We 
shall  meet  but  once  at  even  weisrhts  over 
the  Beacon  Course  in  a  fair  public  trial.  I 
only  wanted  to  learn  whether  I  was  right  or 
wrong  about  this  private  one  being  as  honest 
as  it  pretended  to  be,  and  I  now  know  that 
my  suspicions  were  well  founded  ;  but  under 
no  circumstances  whatever  would  my  horse 
have  been  started.  I  raerelv  brought  him 
here  this  morning  for  the  purpose  which 
has  been  served.'  After  this,  Taddy,  you 
should  have  seen  the  Belted  Will  party 
slink  away.  They  looked/'  continued  he, 
'*as  they  felt,  licked  to  a  standstill.  They 
did,  indeed !" 

"  I  wish  that  it  had  been  mv  luck  to  see 
them,"  added  Johnny  Tadpole,  discon- 
tentedly; "but  I'm  always  out  of  the  good 
things  of  this  life." 

''  Never  mind,  Taddy,"  responded  little 
Mite,  wishing  to  impart  a  timely  measure  of 
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consolation  to  his  friend  and  sharer  of  his 
small  earthly  possessions.  "  It  may  be  your 
turn  by-an'-by." 

The  head  lad — a  concentration  of  dicta- 
torial power  in  all  great  stables — now  made 
his  appearance  within  the  precincts  of  the 
Unknown's  box,  and  Messrs.  Tadpole  and 
Mite  appeared  quite  sensible  of  his  presence 
without  bestowing  a  single  look  upon  him 
from  even  the  extreme  corners  of  their  eyes. 
The  head  lad — all  head  he  was  faithfully 
believed  to  be  in  the  Heather  House  stable 
— minutely  scrutinised  the  work  done  by 
Messrs.  Tadpole  and  Mite,  and,  being  satis- 
fied with  the  general  effect,  it  may  reason- 
ably be  supposed,  from  the  absence  of  any 
fault  being  proclaimed,  they  received  an 
order  to  "  look  sharp,"  which  appeared  to 
be  understood  in  a  figurative  sense,  for  the 
two  "  good  boys,"  without  further  invitation, 
went  willingly  to  breakfast. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

A  LONE  in  the  old  gloomy  room  in  which 
■^-^  his  dark-visaged  ancestor,  in  complete 
harness,  scowled  frowningly  from  the  wall, 
Colonel  Leferne  sat  in  the  easy-chair  which, 
in  a  legal  point  of  view,  was  not  his  own, 
looking  like  one,  as  he  glanced  impatiently 
at  the  door,  and  strained  a  watchful  ear  for 
a  hoped-for  footfall,  who,  tired  with  wait- 
ing, was  still  waiting  for  an  expected  arrival 
too  long  delayed. 

"Where  can  Aubrey  be?"  at  length  said 
he  aloud,  as  if  to  give  vent  to  a  train  of 
loner  silent  thouf?hts.  ''  Where  can  Aubrev 
be  ?"  he  repeated,  thrumming  his  fingers 
irritablv  on  the  elbow  of  the  chair.     '^  He 
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must  be  wearied  with  his  doll  by  this  time, 
or  he  is  no  son  of  mine.  A  Leferne  was 
never  known  to  play  so  long  with  the  same 
toy." 

An  approaching  footstep,  light  as  it  was 
in  the  passage  without,  now  attracted  the 
colonel's  acute  sense  of  hearing,  and  his 
fingers  became  motionless  as,  with  a  fixed 
and  rigid  look,  he  gazed  intently  at  the  door 
as  it  swung  gently  back,  and  his  sister,  Mar- 
garet Leferne,  became  indistinctly  visible  in 
the  thickening  shades  of  departing  day. 

A  cloud  of  disappointment  passed  over 
the  colonel's  features,  but  there  was  none 
either  in  his  voice  or  manner  as  he  expressed 
a  few  common-place  words  of  welcome  and 
the  pleasure  he  felt  at  her  coming  to  relieve 
his  loneliness.  As  he  spoke  in  gentle  terms, 
Aunt  Margaret  placed  a  hand  silently  in  one 
of  his,  which  made  him  give  an  involuntary 
shudder,  so  cold  and  thin  did  it  feel  within 
his  clasp.     Seating  herself  close  by  his  side, 
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-with  the  corpse-like  hand  still  resting  in  his, 
she  seemed  to  breathe  with  difficulty,  and 
for  a  few  seconds  made  no  reply. 

''  Recover  yourself  before  speaking,"  said 
he,  considerately.  "  The  exertion  of  coming 
here  has  quite  exhausted  }'ou." 

"  I  can  speak  now,"  responded  Aunt  Mar- 
garet, in  a  feeble  voice  scarcely  articulate 
as  she  looked  with  a  close,  strange,  pene- 
tratinor  aaze  into  her  brother's  eves.  "Will 
you  listen  to  me?" 

Nothing  would  afford  him  greater  pleas- 
ure than  to  give  his  undivided  attention  to 
whatever  she  had  to  relate.  So  he  said,  at 
least,  whatever  doubt  might  exist  as  to  his 
meaninij^. 

"  'Tis  hard  to  part  from  those  we  love, 
Edward,"  she  began,  in  trembling  accents, 
''but  harder  still,  perhaps,  to  live  and  be 
the  helpless  witness  of  their  sorrow.  What 
would  I  not  do,"  continued  she,  with  an 
earnest  gesture,  "short  of  committing  sin, 
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to  see  you  once  again  happy  before  I  die  ?" 

"There  is  yet  fall  time  for  that,  let  us 
hope,"  replied  the  colonel,  vainly  attempt- 
ing to  assume  a  cheerfulness  he  did  not  feel. 

"  Would  that  I  could  think  so  !"  rejoined 
his  sister,  sorrowfully. 

'*  When  the  prodigal  returns,"  observed 
the  colonel — "and  we  must  remember,"  con- 
tinued he,  with  a  slight  hollow  laugh,  "  that 
we  have  been  a  family  of  prodigals — much 
of  my  anxiety  will  be  relieved,  if  not  re- 
moved. So  I  am  told,  at  least,  by  that 
ogre,  Jeremiah  Early,  if  my  son  proves 
obedient." 

A  deeplj^-drawn  sigh  arose  from  Aunt 
Margaret's  heart,  and,  slowly  withdrawing  a 
hand  from  that  of  her  brother,  she  stanched 
some  hot  tears  which  began  to  flow,  not  the 
less  bitter  because  shed  in  silence. 

"When  will  the  cloud  which  has  lowered 
so  long,"  murmured  she,  "  have  one  ray  of 
lidit  ?" 
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*'  Sooner,  perhaps,  than  we  dream  of," 
responded  the  colonel,  with  a  sudden  energy 
of  manner.  "  I  have  known,"  continued 
he,  ''  fortune  to  be  most  kind  when  she 
appeared  most  hard  and  cruel." 

*'  All  has  been  so  long  dark  to  me,"  re- 
joined  his  sister,  ''  that  the  hope  deferred 
for  one  gleam  of  sunshine  has  not  only 
made  my  heart  sick,  Edward,  but  has 
broken  it  with  despair." 

So  sad  and  low  was  the  tone  in  which 
she  spoke  that  he  involuntarily  drew  her 
towards  him,  and  pressed  a  kiss  upon  the 
nearest  cheek. 

''I  have  been,"  said  he,  '^a  hare-brained 
incorrigible,  I  fear  ;  but  you  may  as  well 
forgive  me,  Margaret,  and  ascribe  my  nor- 
mal transgressions  to  the  force  of  inherited 
example.  As  a  family  of  social  freebooters 
and  anti-moralists  I  begin  to  think  that 
society  would  be  greatly  benefited  by  our 
total   extinction.     I  have  had  personally," 

L  2 


148  TOO  FAST  TO  LAST. 

continued  the  colonel,  "  as  most  men  have 
in  their  alternate  excited  and  depressed 
conditions  of  the  nervous  system,  many 
serious  thoughts  as  to  the  least  objectionable 
mode  of  ridding  society,  at  once  and  for 
ever,  of  my  objectionable  presence ;  but 
there  are  really  so  many  ways  for  quitting 
the  world  that  I  never  could  make  up  my 
mind  which  was  the  readiest,  and  here  I 
remain  because  of  the  doubt  and  a  disap- 
proval of  each  that  presented  itself." 

"  Oh  !  speak  not  so  lightly  as  this,  Ed- 
ward," exclaimed  Aunt  Margaret,  "  of  life 
and  death  !'' 

''  Did  my  unconsidered  words  leave  that 
impression  ?"  responded  the  colonel,  com- 
mencing to  beat  a  few  slowly-measured 
notes  with  his  fingers.  ^'  Then  let  us  turn 
to  a  more  serious  subject.  What  shall  it  be?" 

"I  wish  to  engage  your  attention  for  a 
few  minutes/'  replied  his  sister,  **  concerning 
your " 
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The  sentence  was  left  unfinished  ;  but 
Colonel  Leferne  felt  what  the  conclusion 
was  without  its  being  added. 

'*That,  indeed,"  ejaculated  he,  "is  a 
weighty  one.  AVhat  have  you  to  say  now 
about  the  effects  of  the  first  and  last  quarrel 
with  my  wife  ?     Is  she  dead  ?" 

"  No,"  was  the  quiet  answer,  "  not  dead." 

''  Then  it  could  not  have  been  a  shade  of 
the  departed  Julia  Leferne  that  I  saw  in  the 
moonlight,"  rejoined  the  colonel. 

"  It  was  Julia  Leferne  herself,"  calmly 
returned  his  sister,  and  in  a  voice  and  man- 
ner which  disclosed  that  it  was  no  sudden 
impulse  which  dictated  the  revelation. 

It  might  have  taken  him  by  surprise,  and 
perhaps  did  so  ;  for  the  colonel's  lips  be- 
came convulsively  pressed  together,  as  if  to 
prevent  the  escape  of  some  sudden  exclama- 
tion, and  a  deadly  pallor  spread  itself  over 
his  features  as  he  sat  gazing  with  a  steadfast 
look  at  his  sister  in  silence  which  he  resolved 
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at  the  instant  not  to  break  by  the  utterance 
of  a  single  word.  He  might  have  been 
changed  into  stone  for  any  evidence  of  life 
which  remained ;  for  Colonel  Leferne  was 
waiting — and  he  would  have  waited  till 
doomsday  had  he  the  power — for  what  was 
to  follow. 

"  Your  wife,"  resumed  Aunt  Margaret, 
after  a  lengthened  pause,  and  in  the  same 
collected  voice,  as  if  her  lesson  had  been 
well  studied,  "is  now  under  this  roof,  as 
she  has  been  for  a  long  time  past,  and,  but 
for  the  fear  that  she  might  have  been  com- 
pelled to  return  to  the  place  of  her  con- 
finement from  which  she  escaped,  the  secret 
of  her  being  here  would  not  have  been  so 
long  and  rigidly  maintained.  Do  you  listen, 
Edward?" 

Yes,  to  every  syllable.  That  she  saw, 
but  neither  muscle  nor  nerve  moved  as  he 
remained  like  the  petrified  form  of  Colonel 
Leferne. 
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*'  Dull  as  was  her  poor  distracted  brain," 
continued  his  sister,  ''  upon  her  return  to 
her  home,  which  she  had  left  so  long,  an 
improvement  soon  became  apparent  when 
assured  that  the  kindness  she  received  at 
the  hands  of  her  first  confidant,  Dame 
Soppy,  might  be  depended  upon,  and  that 
the  secret  of  her  being  here  was  kept  invio- 
livble,  although  the  too  frequent  cause  of 
anxious  embarrassment." 

Attentive  the  colonel  sat  listening  to 
every  word  which  fell  from  Aunt  Margaret's 
lips,  but  said  nothing  in  reply. 

"  Upon  learning  all  that  she  had  suffered 
when  away  from  us,"  resumed  his  sister, 
"  and  knowing  that  the  torture  of  mind  and 
body  would  be  repeated  if  again  torn  away 
from  our  care,  I  took  the  most  secure  means 
at  my  disposal  to  keep  her  here  without 
being  discovered  by  anyone,  and  watched 
with  hourly  solicitude  the  gradually  return- 
ing powers  of  reason." 
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Colonel  Leferne  still  listened,  and  offered 
no  interruption  to  the  narrative. 

^'  With  an  instinctive  feeling  which  guided 
her  footsteps  in  the  direction  of  home,"  con- 
tinued his  sister,  **  poor  Julia  wandered  to 
the  sea-shore  upon  her  escape  from  her 
prison-house.  Enlisting  the  sympathy  of 
some  French  fishermen,  they  felt  compassion 
for  the  friendless  wanderer,  and,  taking  her 
willingly  on  board  their  vessel,  landed  her 
in  safety  on  English  ground,  forcing  their 
generous  assistance  upon  her  to  complete 
her  journey.     Upon  her  arrival  here " 

**Your  voice  grows  weaker,"  at  length 
interrupted  the  colonel,  "  and,  therefore,  I 
will  not  impose  upon  3^ou  the  exertion  of 
describing  the  conclusion  of  this  story,  which 
I  believe  may  now  be  accepted  as  sufficiently 
known  to  me  without  adding,  perhaps,  more 
painful  particulars.  If,  however,  I  hear 
aright  and  understand  what  is  said,"  con- 
tinued he,  drawing  a  hand  slowly  across  his 
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forehead,  '•  my  wife  is  at  the  present  mo- 
ment under  this  roof,  and  restored  to  reason. 
Is  that  so  ?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Aunt  Margaret,  ''  such  is 
the  happy  intelligence  I  have  to  impart." 

"  She  is  much  changed,  of  course,  by  time 
and  disease,"  remarked  the  colonel. 

*'  Much,  very  much,"  sorrowfully  rejoined 
his  sister,  "  but  there  are  still  the  remains 
of  what  was  beautiful." 

*'That  plainly  signifies  that  she  is  now 
the  ruin  of  beauty,"  returned  the  colonel, 
"and  I  am  not  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of 
ruins  of  any  kind.  But  say,"  continued  he, 
and  as  he  spoke  Aunt  ^Margaret's  bosom 
heaved  as  if  with  dread,  "  has  she  expressed 
a  strong  desire  for  being  reconciled  to  me  ?" 

"  Beyond  that  which  language  can  de- 
scribe," responded  his  sister,  *^  praying  night 
and  day  for  the  moment  to  arrive  when  she 
might  be  told  that  you  were  ready  once 
more  to  clasp  her  to  your  heart." 
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The  colonel's  fingers  began  to  move  noise- 
lessly on  the  elbow  of  his  chair. 

*'  I  am  glad  to  learn,"  said  he — but  there 
was  something  in  the  methodical  tone  which 
jarred  harshly  on  Aunt  Margaret's  ear — 
"  that  she  looks  forward  to  that  minute 
particle  of  time  with  so  much  unalloyed 
pleasure.  It's  absolute  arrival,  however," 
continued  he,  slowly  dropping  word  by  word, 
''  must  depend  entirely  upon  herself." 

His  sister's  fixed  look  met  his,  but  neither 
spoke  for  a  few  seconds. 

"  I  may  infer,"  at  length  resumed  he, 
"  that  my  wife — the  title  is  not  familiar  to 
my  lips — knows  the  present  unfavourable 
state  of  my  pecuniary  affairs,  which  means 
— ruined  !" 

"  I  have  told  her  all,"  mournfully  replied 
Aunt  Margaret,  drooping  her  eyelids  as 
they  fell  at  the  thought. 

"'  In  that  case,"  continued  the  colonel, 
*'  nothini^  remains  to  be  added,  which  will 
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save  much  unnecessary  trouble.  May  I 
accept  as  the  pleasant  sequel  to  the  some- 
what romantic  tale  of  our  first  and  last 
quarrel  that,  being  restored  to  her  senses, 
she  is  prepared  to  be  dutiful  ?'* 

"  Am  I  to  understand,  Edward,"  whis- 
pered his  sister,  "  that  there  is  a  condition 
to  the  meeting  between  yourself  and  wife?" 

"The  cause  of  our  separation  will  be  the 
cause  of  its  continuance,"  returned  the 
colonel,  in  a  tone  that  admitted  of  no  doubt 
as  to  its  being  cool  and  collected,  "unless  I 
have  her  signature  to  that  deed  which,  years 
aoro,  she  refused  to  sicrn.  Jeremiah  Earlv 
has  it  in  his  possession,  and,  if  the  parch- 
ment is  yellow  by  time,  its  true  intent  and 
meaning,  he  will  tell  us,  remain  in  all  their 
pristine  freshness." 

**Do  not  mock  me,  brother!"  exclaimed 
Aunt  Margaret,  burying  her  face  between 
her  hands  as  if  the  anguish  she  then  felt 
was    more   than    she    could   possibly  bear. 
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'^  You  cannot  be  serious  in  this  resolve  ?" 

"You  know  me  too  well  to  doubt  the 
gravity  of  my  resolutions,"  responded  the 
colonel,  as  his  fingers  began  to  play  the  few 
bars  of  a  tune  which  might  now  be  heard. 
"I  fear  that  even  the  characteristic  of 
obstinacy  might  be  applied  to  them." 

'*  But  it  seems  so  harsh " 

"To  require  a  wife  to  be  dutiful ?"  inter- 
rupted the  colonel,  feigning,  perhaps,  sur- 
prise that  he  scarcely  felt.  "  If  my  memory 
is  not  unusually  treacherous,"  continued  he, 
"she  made  a  religious  promise  to  obey  in 
the  very  act  of  becoming  one." 

"But  not  against  her  conviction  of  doins: 
wrong,"  softly  argued  his  sister. 

"Between  right  and  wrong,"  returned 
the  colonel,  "there  is  often  but  a  narrow 
margin,  and,  not  being  governed  by  any 
written  or  fixed  code,  the  difference  may  be 
regarded  as  quite  a  matter  of  opinion.  The 
case  before  us,  however,  offers  no  ground 
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for  controversy.  My  exigencies  of  to-day 
are  more  pressing  than  those  approximating 
to  a  quarter  of  a  century  since,  and  the 
assistance,  therefore,  which  I  required  then 
in  the  shape  of  substantial  relief,  I  must 
necessarily  want  now.  jN"othing,  possibly, 
can  be  more  easy  of  comprehension,"  con- 
cluded the  colonel,  now  drumming  aloud 
the  finishini]^  notes  of  a  martial  strain. 

*'  Nothing,"  repeated  Aunt  Margaret, 
*'  and  yet  would  that  I  had  died  before 
hearinsj  such  w^ords  as  these  from  you, 
Edward !" 

*'I  really  fail  to  see  any  decided  objec- 
tion to  them,"  added  the  colonel.  My — " 
he  paused — "  wife  has  an  advantageous 
opportunity  of  rectifying,  as  far  as  it  may 
be  possible,  the  very  greatest  mistake  of 
her  life  which  led  to  such  lamentable  con- 
sequences both  to  herself  and  me.  Now, 
any  positive  objection  being  raised  to  cor- 
rect this   error  would  present  itself  to  my 
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mind  as  something  too  conspicuously  wicked 
to  merit  forgiveness  in  the  mildest  form  that 
can  be  conceived,  /at  least  must  not  be  sup- 
posed capable  of  possessing  the  sentiment." 

''  You  will  not,  then,  Edward,"  said  his 
sister,  reproachfully,  "  even  go  with  me  to 
see  her  who  now  awaits  your  coming  with 
a  loving,  throbbing  heart?" 

""  I  am  not  in  the  health  or  humour  for 
the  exciting  effects  of  a  dramatic  scene  in 
real  life,"  responded  the  colonel.  ''  Foiled 
of  late  at  every  step,"  continued  he,  "  dis- 
appointment has  left  me  what  I  am,  a 
debtor  to  all  that's  good,  I  suppose  the 
good  will  say." 

Aunt  Margaret,  slowly  rising  from  her 
chair,  once  more  placed  her  hand  silently 
in  one  of  her  brother's. 

"  You  will  think  better  of  this,  Edward," 
at  length  she  said,  in  a  gentle  voice.  ''  Kin- 
der feelings  will  prevail  at  happier  mo- 
ments.    Good  night." 
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"  Upon  the  fulfilment  of  my  condition," 
rejoined  the  colonel,  as  Aunt  Margaret  left 
the  room,  "  I  shall  be  ready  to  greet  the 
return  of  my  " — he  again  paused — "  wife 
most  affectionately.  Tell  her  so,  with  the 
best  love  I  possess,"  and  ihus  speaking  he 
waved  a  hand  in  the  direction  of  his  sister's 
retreating  form  in  the  darkness,  and  was  left 
alone. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

rriHE  day  for  the  decision  of  the  Great 
-*-  Match  had  arrived.  Newmarket  was 
astir  betimes.  Up  in  the  morning  early  all 
the  good  boys  had  left  their  beds,  not  for 
play,  but  healthful  work,  and  among  the 
foremost  in  setting  this  praiseworthy  ex- 
ample might  have  been  seen  Messrs.  Mite 
and  Tadpole,  still  of  the  respective  weights 
of  ''three-stun-five  "  and  '' five-stun-three," 
having,  by  practising  strict  self-denial,  man- 
aged to  keep  themselves  down  to  these 
exact  quantities,  ascertained  by  repeated 
visits  to  the  scale. 

"  I  wish,"  remarked  Johnny  Tadpole  to 
the  companion  and  partner  of  his  toil  in  the 
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Unknown's  box,  ''that  either  you.  Mite,  or 
I  had  the  mount  on  our  grand  horse  in  this 
great  match  to-day.  I  know  he'd  try  his 
best  if  one  of  us  was  up." 

''That  he  would,"  replied  little  Mite, 
bending  a  look  of  affection  upon  Queen 
Mary's  son,  as,  with  his  nose  buried  in  his 
crib,  he  was  eating  the  last  allowance  of 
corn  previous  to  being  stripped  for  the  race 
Avith  Belted  Will.  "That  he  would,"  re- 
peated he,  giving  the  Unknown  a  playful 
slap  on  the  shoulder,  for  which  liberty  a 
pretence  was  made  of  snapping  off  his  head 
then  and  there. 

"  If  he  meant  business,"  rejoined  Johnny, 
folding  his  arms  methodically  across  a  chest 
which  remained  one  of  the  narrowest  of 
dimensions,  and  without  the  quality  of  expan- 
sion, ''that  crack  of  his  teeth  would  have  sent 
you  " — the  speaker  raised  a  forefinger,  and 
pointed,  wuth  a  solemn  gesture,  above  his 
head — ''  up'ards." 
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"  One  mouthful,  and  it  would,  no  doubt, 
be  all  over  with  me,"  returned  little  Mite. 
*^That  is  to  say,"  continued  he,  ^' if  he 
meant  business." 

"  But  there's  no  knowing,"  resumed  John- 
ny Tadpole,  ''  when  a  race-oss,  like  some 
men  and  women,  is  in  the  humour  to  swal- 
low a  dose  of  fun,  and,  if  it  shouldn't  be  the 
proper  moment,  it  may  turn  out  anything 
but  pleasant  to  all  parties  concerned — -givers 
and  takers.     Never  take  liberties,  /  say." 

"  And  good  advice,  too,  in  a  general 
way,"  responded  little  Mite.  "  But  I  know 
him  well  enough.  He  wouldn't  hurt  a  hair 
of  my  whiskers,  if  I  grew  such  ornaments — 
which  I  don't.  Would  you,  my  flying 
rocket,"  continued  he,  addressing  the  Un- 
known, ''  all  stars,  and  no  stick  ?" 

The  Flying  Rocket  threw  back  his  ears, 
and  lifted  a  near  heel  threateningly,  but, 
gently  dropping  it  on  the  straw  below,  the 
inferential  conclusion  drawn  by  little  Mite 
was  a  favourable  one. 
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"Xot  a  hair  of  my  whiskers,"  repeated 
he,  ''if  I  grew  such  ornaments — which  I 
don't." 

"If  either  of  us  was  in  the  pigskin,"  said 
Johnny  Tadpole,  ''  he  must  carry,  of  course, 
a  lot  of  dead  weight ;  but  every  ounce  of 
lead  would  be  life  to  him.  He'd  fly  under 
it!" 

''  To  be  sure  he  would,"  coincided  little 
Mite.  "  We  should  only  have  to  call  upon 
him  when  to  do  his  best,  for  the  best  to  be 
done,  and,  if  necessary,  as  far  as  he  could 
strugojle  on  one  les." 

CO  c 

"  We  have  had  many  an  exercise  gallop 
on  him,"  continued  Johnny,  in  a  whimper- 
ing voice  which  savoured  of  grief;  "but 
there  seems  no  hope  now,  Mite,  of  our 
sporting  the  purple  jacket  and  orange  cap 
in  public.  It's  to  be  the  colonel's  last  race 
with  his  last  oss." 

"By  all  accounts  he's  been  a  wonder," 
rejoined  little  Mite,   "  and  if  neither  of  us 

m2 
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have  worn  his  colours  we've  looked  after 
the  best  oss  he  ever  had,  and  that's  some- 
thing for  us,  and  our  grandchildren,  perhaps, 
to  say  and  think  of." 

"  As  a  little  ganibolsome  foal,  Mite," 
returned  Johnny  Tadpole,  with  a  strong 
inclination  to  screw  the  acute  angles  of  his 
knuckles  into  the  extreme  corners  of  his 
eyes,  "I  recollect  him  well  as  I  took  him  in 
a  line  with  the  setting  sun  to  Greatwood 
Park.  I  little  thought,  as  a  lad,  that  I  had 
then  the  charge  of  a  winner  of  the  Derby ; 
but " — and  here  his  unshed  tears  were 
checked  from  the  pride  which  glowed 
within — ""  if  we  could  only  see  what  we 
may  become,  and  others  could  see  it  too, 
what  a  difference  we  should  feel  when  eat- 
ing humble  pie  and  our  neighbours  watch- 
mg  us  t 

*'We  shouldn't  be  choked  by  it,"  emphatic- 
ally added  little  Mite,  "  as  some  folks  are." 

''Not   a   bit  would   stick   by   the  way," 
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resumed  Johnny  Tadpole,  smiling  at  the 
mental  picture  he  was  drawing,  "  and  all 
would  slip  down  as  smooth  as  oysters." 

''  But  that  only  belongs  to  a  lift  up," 
observed  little  Mite.  "  It's  a  different  thincf, 
you  know,  when  we're  grassed  head  fore- 
most with  our  heels  in  the  air." 

"  We  are  creatures  of  circumstances,  no 
doubt,  Mite,"  philosophically  responded 
Johnny  Tadpole,  "  and  much  depends  upon 
which  end. a  man  stands — his  heels  or  his 
head,  I  don't  deny  that,  and  it  often 
happens  that,  when  a  chap  thinks  himself 
strong  and  upright  as  the  old  red  betting- 
post  on  the  Heath,  he's  just  about  to  be  flung 
clean  out  of  the  pigskin  in  a  way  which  he 
feels  if  he  can't  describe.  The  Colonel," 
continued  he,  ''  from  what  I  have  heard, 
has  known  what  it  is  to  be  the  creature  of 
circumstances." 

"But  always  a  gentleman,"  rejoined  little 
Mite. 
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*'  But  always  a  gentleman,"  echoed  Johnny, 
widening  his  legs  as  he  stood,  and  folding 
his  arms  more  closely  over  his  narrow  chest. 
"  But  always  a  gentleman  !" 

''  Newmarket  has  seen  the  best  of  blood 
in  osses  and  men,"  added  little  Mite;  "but  the 
Colonel  in  his  best  day  was  never  equalled." 

"  A  great  man  !"  ejaculated  Johnny  Tad- 
pole. "  Like,  however,"  continued  he, 
"  many  of  the  game  sort  who  make  too 
strong  running  at  the  beginnning,  the  finish 
is  not  all  his  best  friends  could  wish." 

''  It  may  be  a  glorious  one  still  in  this 
match,"  remarked  little  Mite. 

''  If  all  we've  heard  be  true,"  replied 
Johnny,  dropping  his  voice  to  a  confidential 
whisper,  "  the  Colonel  has  not  been  particu- 
larly lucky  in  every  match  he's  made." 

Feeling  that  the  ground  was  somewhat 
delicate  on  which  they  were  now  treading. 
Mite  determined  to  check  the  advance  of  a 
single  inch. 
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'^  Let's   mind  our  own  business,  Taddy," 

observed  he,  in  a   manner  which   could  not 

be  mistaken  for  the  object  in  view.     "  I  was 

thinking   and  speaking  of  the    match  with 

our  oss  and  Belted  Will.     It's  no  secret  that 

the  old  Leferne  colours  will  be  seen  for  the 

last  time  to-day." 

•'  But   thev'll   be  carried    in  front !"  ex- 
%/ 

claimed  Johnny  Tadpole,  with  a  glow  of 
enthusiasm  spreading  over  his  features,  and 
which  mounted  from  chin  to  brow  as  he 
spoke.  "  If  never  again  to  be  seen  at  start 
or  finish,  they'll  be  carried  in  front  from 
end  to  end." 

"  That  depends  upon  the  orders  how  the 
race  is  to  be  ridden,"  responded  little  Mite, 
"and,  as  our  'oss  has  to  give  a  year  to 
Belted  Will,  I  should  say,"  continued  he, 
speaking  like  an  authority  of  no  question- 
able nature,  "that  he  won't  make  the 
running:." 

'*  You  think,  then " 
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*'That  Belted  AVill,  having  a  great  pull  in 
the  weights,"  interrupted  little  Mite,  con- 
tinuing the  thread  of  his  argument,  ''  will 
make  the  pace  and  go  a  cracker,  and  our 
'oss,  waiting  on  him  stride  by  stride,  will 
come  only  at  the  finish,  and  then  the  old 
colours,  Taddy,  will  flash  in  front,  where 
they  have  often  been  before,  but  will  never 
be  again." 

Johnny  Tadpole  could  not  restrain  his 
emotion  at  these  words,  and,  feeling  that 
silent  tears  were  not  the  kind  of  vent  to 
give  immediate  relief,  he  momentarily  for- 
got the  discipline  of  the  Heather  House 
stable,  and  began  to  bellow. 

''Hush!"  ejaculated  little  Mite,  making  a 
rush  at  the  companion  and  partner  of  his 
toil,  and  judiciously  thrusting  a  rubber  over 
his  mouth  in  a  way  which  at  once  muffled 
the  unmelodious  sounds  ;  they  were  ren- 
dered little  more  than  audible  just  with- 
out   the    walls    of    the    Unknown's    box. 
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*'  Hush  !"  repeated  he,  ^'  or  you'll  be  heard." 

'*  I  quite  forgot  myself,"  was  Johnny 
Tadpole's  excuse  for  his  indiscretion,  the 
parts  of  speech  sounding  thick  and  un- 
natural from  the  rubber  still  being  held 
over  his  mouth.  "  But  take  it  away,  Mite," 
continued  he,  "as  Vm  better  now,  and  it 
tastes  dusty." 

'•You  deserve  to  be  smothered  for  mak- 
ing such  a  howl,"  rejoined  little  Mite. 
"Xever  make  a  row,  I  say,  either  in  joy 
or  misery.     Do  the  quiet." 

"We're  not  always  masters  of  our  own 
feelin's,"  returned  Johnny  Tadpole,  evi- 
dently subdued  at  the  peremptory  tone  of 
the  companion  and  partner  of  his  toiL 
"  They  sometimes,"  continued  he,  "  get  to 
be  the  masters  of  us." 

"  Masters  or  servants,"  added  little  Mite, 
still  in  the  dictatorial  vein,  "  do  the  quiet." 

Taken,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  at  a  great 
disadvantage,  Johnny  Tadpole  came  to  the 
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conclusion  that  lie  could  not  adopt  a  wiser 
course,  and,  removing  the  liquid  effects  of 
his  impulsive  grief  through  the  agency  of 
the  back  of  a  hand,  he  looked  much  more 
composed  and,  consequently,  better. 

"I'm  all  right  now," said  he,  with  a  sound 
through  the  nose  vulgarly  called  a  snuffle. 

"  If  so,  remain  so,"  replied  little  Mite  ; 
''  amen,  and  so  be  it.  Don't  try  to  make 
any  improvement  upon  all  right." 

At  this  precise  moment  of  the  earth's 
history  of  sighs  and  sorrows,  comings  and 
goings,  meetings  and  separations,  the  well- 
known  footfall  of  the  head  lad  was  heard 
approaching  the  Unknown's  box,  and,  upon 
lifting  the  latch  of  the  door,  he  found  the 
two  good  boys  assiduously  at  work. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

.'TIAKING  the  seasons  through  Newraarket 
-■-  may  be  said  to  be  rather  in  a  lethargic 
state  than  otherwise.  Irrespective  of  certain 
fixed  dates  for  the  disposal  of  certain  events, 
fraught  with  the  deepest  interest  to  its  in- 
habitants, Newmarket,  like  the  parrot  at 
''  The  Greyhound,"  looks  to  maintain  but 
one  eye  open,  and  appears,  in  a  general 
way,  inactive,  dull,  and  drowsy.  It  might, 
however,  prove  unreliable  security  for  a 
stranger  to  depend  upon  this  apparent  state 
of  coma,  and  hope  to  catch  any  one  of  the 
inhabitants  asleep  with  a  view  of  taking  un- 
due advantage  of  their  helpless  condition. 
More  wide  awake  than  she  appears,  New- 
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market  knows  full  well  the  value  of  taking 
care  of  herself,  and,  dead  or  ghostly  as  she 
may  often  seem,  there  is  no  denying  the 
simple  fact  that  her  thoughts  are  more  in- 
clined to  things  of  the  earth  than  those  of 
an  ethereal  nature.  "  Of  the  earth,  earthy." 
Such  is  the  mundane  sentiment  of  New- 
market. 

The  day  to  which  precise  reference  is 
being  made  concerning  time,  place,  and 
circumstance  was  anything  but  a  dull  or 
dreary  one.  Astir  betimes,  the  very  cocks 
were  heard  to  crow  long  before  the  first 
streak  of  silver  light  tinged  the  east,  and, 
much  earlier  than  her  wont,  Newmarket 
proclaimed  herself  to  be  wide  awake.  It 
was  remarked,  however,  by  a  frequenter  of 
the  "  Greyhound,"  who  might  have  been 
seen  at  daybreak,  with  great  punctuality, 
before  the  bar,  as  a  recipient  of  refreshing 
attentions  from  the  gentleman  behind  the 
bar,  that  the  prophetic  parrot  was  anything 
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but  lively.  With  a  ruffled  shake  of  her 
plumage,  she  now  and  then  lifted  a  foot  and 
scratched  the  back  part  of  her  head,  and 
then,  settling  down  on  her  perch,  peered  in 
silence,  with  one  eye  closed,  from  between 
the  bars  of  her  prison,  like  a  sagacious  bird 
as  she  was,  a-thinking.  Nothing,  however, 
could  either  provoke  or  persuade  her  to 
speak,  and  there  she  sat,  as  she  had  done 
since  the  public  announcement  of  the  con- 
ditions of  the  Great  Match,  as  mute  as  a 
mummy. 

"  She's  not  given  ye  the  straight  tip,  I 
s'pose  ?"  remarked  the  gentleman  before  the 
bar,  sipping  a  mixture  of  something  hot 
redolent  of  the  fragrance  of  rum. 

"Tip  be  blowed !"  ejacuhited  the  gentle- 
man behind  the  bar,  in  a  tone  which  marked 
extreme  irritability  of  the  nervous  system. 
'*To  follow  her  at  one  time  was  to  put  down 
money  only  to  take  it  up  again  ;  but  now, 
right  or  wrong,  she  won't  speak  a  word." 
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"  Doesn't  she  swear,  then  ?"  inquired  the 
gentleman  before  the  bar,  with  incredulity 
in  his  manner. 

"  Never  gives  us  a  round  shot  now,"  re- 
plied the  gentleman  behind  the  bar.  "  There 
was  a  time,"  continued  he,  with  admiration, 
"  when  she  could  let  go  a  volley  to  be 
remembered." 

^'  I've  come  here  often  and  often  to  hear 
her,"  rejoined  the  gentleman  before  the  bar, 
with  a  smile  which  amounted  to  sweetness 
of  expression,  ''  and  I  was  never  more  edified 
in  the  whole  course  of  my  life.  A  master 
of  the  art  he  must  have  been  who  taught 
her." 

The  gentleman  behind  the  bar,  being  the 
tutor  referred  to,  felt  that  praise  had  been 
given  to  his  accomplishments,  and  did  not 
scruple  to  receive  it  with  becoming  modesty. 

''  I  gave  her  the  first  lesson  she  ever  had," 
said  he,  "  and,  when  she  found  out  what 
was  really  wanted,  no  bird  could  have  im- 
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proved  more  rapidly.  She  soon  became  my 
master. 

"And  gave  you,  perhaps,  a  few  novel- 
ties," added  the  gentleman  before  the  bar, 
with  a  smile  which  amounted  to  additional 
sweetness  of  expression. 

''  Not  a  few,  but  many,"  returned  the 
gentleman  behind  the  bar,  *'  and  of  the 
choicest  kind ;  but  she  says  nothing  now, 
good  or  bad." 

Just  at  this  moment,  however,  the  parrot 
announced,  in  the  plainest  of  Saxon  ver- 
nacular, that  the  speaker  was  a  decided 
perverter  of  the  truth.  It  was  pronounced 
in  a  guttural  tone,  but  there  was  no  mistak- 
ing the  true  intent  and  meaning  of  what 
was  said. 

"  You're   a   liar,"    repeated    the    parrot. 

''  The  colonel  '11 "  but  here  she  stopped 

short. 

The  gentlemen  occupying  the  respective 
positions  of  both  before  and  behind  the  bar 
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seemed  greatly  excited  and  interested  at  the 
prolonged  silence  having  been  so  rudely 
broken,  and  stood  gazing  with  fixed  eyes  at 
the  prophetess,  eager  for  the  conclusion  of 
the  sentence. 

"  She'll  give  us  the  tip  presently,"  whis- 
pered the  gentleman  before  the  bar,  with  a 
sage  nod. 

*' You're  a  liar,"  responded  the  parrot, 
turning  her  head  on  one  side  with  a  closed 
eye,  as  she  slily  peeped  through  the  bars  of 
her  cage  with  the  other,  and,  in  accordance 
with  the  fixed  rules  of  arbitrary  strictness, 
there  was  no  gainsaying  the  fact ;  for  neither 
coaxing  blandishments  nor  hostile  threats 
produced  the  slightest  effect,  and  the  oracle, 
standing  in  a  defiant  attitude  upon  her 
perch,  refused  to  speak  another  syllable. 

"  We  must  give  it  up,"  groaned  the 
gentleman  before  the  bar,  draining  his  glass 
to  the  last  available  drop,  and  give  it  up 
they  did. 
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The  day  wore  on,  as  all  days  do,  measur- 
ed by  infinite  precision  of  time,  and  tlie 
hour  fixed  for  the  decision  of  the  Great 
Match  approached.  North  was  pitted  against 
South,  and  the  partizans  of  the  opposite 
poles  were  fierce  in  their  antagonism.  It 
was  no  secret  that  Yorkshire  would  chancre 
hands  if  Belted  Will  was  beaten,  and  those 
immediately  interested  in  the  transfer  of  the 
county  were  rubbing  the  ends  of  their 
fingers  with  a  cat-like  motion,  in  anticipa- 
tion of  the  deeds  being  duly  signed,  sealed, 
and  delivered.  North  and  South  were  alike 
confident.  Commissions  to  the  amount  of 
thousands  had  been  thrown  into  the  market 
— as  the  chronicles  of  the  Turf  averred — to 
first  back  one  horse  and  then  the  other, 
and  no  sooner  were  they  executed  than  more 
followed,  as  if  the  sum  to  be  staked  in  this 
one  venture  was  inexhaustible.  Rash  con- 
cerning the  means,  and  reckless  as  to  con- 
sequences, North  was  bent  upon  the  ruin  of 
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South,  and  South  slily  laughed  in  her  sleeve 
at  the  attempt. 

*'  Our  champion  has  the  best  of  the 
weights !"  cried  the  North,  exultingly. 

"  Ours  can  stay  the  Beacon  Course  from 
end  to  end,"  replied  the  South  in  defiance, 
"  and  fly  at  the  finish  !" 

Rumour  had  stated  that  Colonel  Leferne 
would  not  be  present  to  witness  the  result 
of  the  great  match  between  his  horse  and 
Belted  Will  in  consequence  of  severe  indis- 
position ;  but,  in  this  particular  instance, 
rumour  was  at  fault,  for  the  owner  of  tlie 
Unknown  might  have  been  seen,  unobserved 
by  most  observers,  standing  by  himself  un- 
der the  cover  of  the  two  old,  time-grown, 
storm-torn  bushes  on  the  Heath,  with  his 
hands  crossed  upon  the  top  of  his  cane  for 
support,  as  he  seemed  to  lean  upon  it 
heavily,  and  with  a  cynical  smile  upon  his 
lips.  He  lieard  the  roar  of  the  crowd  at  no 
great  distance  off,  and  only  wished  that  he 
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could  join  it  with  the  means  that  he  once 
possessed,  and  silence  that  roar. 

"  Ha !"  exclaimed  he,  in  an  undertone,  as 
he  turned  a  listening  ear  to  the  cries  that 
arose  from  the  Ring,  "if  I  had  but  the 
power,  as  of  old,  I  would  strike  ye  all 
dumb.  Xot  an  offer  to  lay  against  my 
horse  should  pass.  I  would  accept  them  all 
— ay,  as  long  as  a  pencil  would  be  moved 
against  him." 

The  colonel's  eyes  flashed  as  he  spoke. 

*•  I'll  lay  against  the  Unknown,"  shouted 
a  shrill  voice  in  the  distance. 

*'  To  your  own  loss,"  responded  the 
colonel,  but  the  words  were  addressed  to 
himself,  and  did  not  cross  his  lips.  ''To 
your  own  loss,"  repeated  he  ;  ''for  the  Un- 
known will  win.  Yes,"  continued  he,  mut- 
tering as  he  spoke,  "  something  whispers 
within  that  my  last  stake  will  be  ^von.  For- 
tune treats  those  best  who  trust  her  most, 
and  she  has  no  cause,  hitherto,  to  find  fault 

n2 


180  TOO  FAST  TO  LAST. 

with  m}^  want  of  confidence.  The  finish 
shall  be,  at  least,  what  the  commencement 
was." 

As  the  time  approached  for  the  start  to 
take  place,  the  excitement  of  the  assembled 
crowd  became  intensified.  Horsemen  gal- 
loped to  and  fro,  and  the  din  of  voices  rose 
higher  and  higher  ;  but  one  thought  ruled 
in  the  minds  of  each  and  all,  and  that  might 
be  read  in  the  anxious  faces  that  flitted  past. 

"They're  off!"  was  the  cry,  and  soon,  as 
if  by  universal  consent,  a  dead  silence  reign- 
ed. Men  stared  in  the  distance  with  bated 
breath,  and  with  pulses  that  beat  feverishly 
fast  or  sometimes  stopped.  One,  however, 
stood  alone  unmoved,  and  without  the  per- 
ceptible quiver  of  a  nerve,  under  the  shade 
of  the  two  old  time-grown,  storm-torn 
bushes  on  the  Heath,  but  gazing  like  the 
rest  with  a  fixed  look  in  the  distance, 

"  How  do  you  feel,  Taddy  ?"  inquired 
little  Mite  in  a  whisper,  as  he  stood  by  the 
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side  of  his  companion  and  partner  of  his 
toil,  and  in  a  direct  Hne  with  the  judge's  chair 
in  order,  perhaps,  that  he  might  supplement 
the  decision  of  the  eminent  authority  occu- 
pying it,  in  the  event  of  there  being  a 
difference  of  opinion  on  the  part  of  the 
British  public  concerning  its  justice.  "  How 
do  you  feel,  Taddy  ?"  repeated  he. 

"Don't  talk,"  curtly  replied  Johnny 
Tadpole,  and  in  a  manner  which  may  be 
described  as  approaching  the  disagreeable 
rather  than  the  opposite.  *'  I've  more  than 
I  can  do  w^ell  w^ith  my  eyes  now.  Let's 
keep  our  tongues  still." 

The  reproach  seemed  to  subdue  little 
Mite,  and  he  forthwith  collapsed  into  unbro- 
ken silence. 

Like  the  rest  of  the  spectators,  little 
Mite  stared  with  a  fixed  look  in  the  dis- 
tance. 

On  they  came,  pigmy  of  size  at  first, 
looming  larger,  as,  apparently,  head  to  head 
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the  colours  of  the  Unknown  and  Belted 
Will  became  more  conspicuous  as  they  raced 
side  by  side,  without  the  perceptible  advan- 
tage of  an  inch  between  them. 

Not  a  voice  was  raised.  Locked  together 
the  horses  came  running  as  straight  as 
arrows  from  a  yew  bow.  Stride  by  stride 
they  approached  the  winning  post ;  but 
they  might  have  been,  for  aught  of  any 
appearance  to  the  contrary,  one  horse  for 
any  difference  in  the  position  of  being  first 
or  second.  "The  Demon  "  sat  with  hands 
down  as  motionless  as  if  carved  from  oak, 
casting,  perhaps,  furtive  glances  at  his  rival ; 
but  these  were  without  a  witness,  for  the 
Unknown  was  being  watched  far  more 
closely  than  his  jockey. 

The  rider  too  of  Belted  Will  was  an 
artist  of  no  mean  order.  Like  "  The  De- 
mon" he  never  moved  in  his  saddle,  but 
swept  along  like  a  shadow  from  the  sub- 
stance. 
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Stride  by  stride.     Side  by  side. 

Just  before  the  post  was  gained  a  roar 
burst  from  the  throats  of  the  assembled 
multitude. 

"  The  Unknown  wins." 

"  Belted  Will  for  a  kingdom." 

Opinions  differed  with  the  most  unpreju- 
diced as  to  which  had  won,  before  the  fiat  of 
the  judge  himself  had  been  given  ;  but  as 
all  eyes  were  stretched  and  strained  to 
learn  the  number  announcing  the  victory 
two  numbers  were  placed  side  by  side  on 
the  board  which  has  made  many  a  brave 
heart  quail  to  look  at. 

It  was  a  dead  heat. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

COLONEL  LEFERNE  had  "made  up 
his  mind/'  and  when  this  balance  had 
been  struck  in  the  debtor  and  creditor 
account  between  himself  and  nobody  else, 
he  was  never  known  to  make  any  additions, 
subtractions,  or  modifications. 

Colonel  Leferne  had  "  made  up  his  mind  '^ 
on  the  spot  to  accept  the  offer  of  the  de- 
ciding heat  being  off  by  consent.  People 
clamoured,  people  argued,  people  persuaded, 
but  all  to  no  purpose.  Colonel  Leferne 
had  "  made  up  his  mind,"  and  there  was  an 
end  to  the  controversy,  or,  if  not  an  end  to 
it,  there  might  quite  as  well  have  been  for 
any  change  in  the  ulterior  measures  con- 
nected with  it. 
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"  The  deciding  heat  is  off  by  consent," 
said  Colonel  Leferne  to  an  importunate 
questioner,  as  he  strolled  with  a  feeble  gait 
from  the  heath  towards  the  town,  "  and  the 
stakes  are  drawn." 

"  But  what  benefit  will  that  be  to  us  ?" 
hissed  a  well-kncnvn  voice,  albeit  sent 
through  his  clenched  teeth. 

"The  negative  advantage  of  avoiding  a 
certain  loss,"  replied  the  colonel,  without 
directing  even  a  single  look  towards  the 
speaker,  "and,  therefore,  certain  ruin." 

"But " 

"  You  would  say,  Early,"  interrupted  the 
colonel,  '"  that  we  have  by  our  commissions 
and  omissions  already  arrived  at  that  most 
unpleasant  stage  in  the  journey  of  life.  It 
may  be  so,"  continued  he,  "  and  yet  no  one 
would  insure  a  certainty  of  such  a  result 
while  a  shadow  of  a  chance  remained  of 
escaping  it.  In  the  deciding  heat  my  horse 
would  have  been  beaten." 
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"  How  do  you  know  that?"  jBercely  in- 
quired Jeremiah  Early — ''  how  do  you  know 
that?" 

Colonel  Leferne  drew  back  the  acute 
angles  of  his  mouth,  and  replied,  in  a  tone 
vexatious  from  its  gentleness,  as  he  stopped 
and  rested  with  both  hands  crossed  upon 
the  top  of  his  cane. 

"  Do  you  doubt  my  judgment,  gained 
from  such  long  and  costly  experience  ?" 

Jeremiah  Early  felt  that  he  was  now  a 
partner  in  the  costly  experience,  and  felt 
that  his  judgment,  at  least,  was  not  at  a 
premium  from  an  investment  of  the  capital, 
but,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  at  a  considerable 
discount. 

"  Now,  as  formerly,"  bitterly  rejoined  the 
lawyer,  "you,  at  any  rate,  are  wrong,  and  I 
suffer  from  the  error." 

"  Compensation  for  my  mistakes,"  blandly 
returned  the  colonel,  "is  certainly  post- 
poned.    I  hoped  that  the   event  of  to-day 
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would  by  its  result  have  enabled  ine  to 
liquidate  a  considerable  portion  of  my  debt 
due  to  you.  As  it  is,"  continued  he,  "  I 
fear  that  the  sum  must  remain  in  its  en- 
tirety." 

*'  Not  for  another  day,"  added  Jeremiah 
Early.  "  Not  for  another  day,"  repeated 
he,  and  there  was  determination  both  in  his 
tone  and  manner. 

"  Indeed!"  languidly  exclaimed  the  colo- 
nel ;   "  you  surprise  me." 

"  I'll  realise  my  securities,  even " 

"To  the  sale  of  my  easy-chair,"  inter- 
rupted his  client.  ''  Nothing  could  possibly 
be  more  inconsiderate,  Early.  But  still 
don't  reserve  it  on  my  account.  Let  it  go 
with  the  pots  and  the  pans." 

*'  All  shall  go,"  said  the  lawyer,  bitterly. 
*'  I'll  wait  no  longer  for  anything  or  any- 
one. 

"  There  must,  of  course,  be  limits  even 
to  patience,"  rejoined  the  colonel,  "  and,  as  a 
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•matter  of  opinion,  I  think  that  yours,  Early, 
must  necessarily  be  exhausted.  Let  me 
•suggest  that  you  forthwith  carry  out  your 
determination  of  not  waiting  longer  for  any- 
thing or  anyone." 

"  The  steps  that  I  shall  take  will  be  your 
ruin,"  responded  Jeremiah  Early,  with  the 
venom  of  a  man  wishing  to  sting  deeply,  but 
scarcely  knowing  how  to  sharpen  his  speech 
to  the  keenest  edge. 

"  Eather  say,"  added  the  colonel,  with  a 
cynical  smile,  "  that  the  steps  /  have  taken 
have  been  my  ruin.  Don't  reproach  your- 
self, Early,  on  my  account.  It  is  quite  un- 
merited." 

"  And  with  the  opportunities  you  have 
had  of  paying  all  that  you  owe  me,  princi- 
pal and  interest !"  ejaculated  the  lawyer. 

"Lost  opportunities  are  the  bitters.  Early, 
which  most  of  us  have  to  swallow  in  our 
moments  of  reflection,"  replied  the  colonel. 
"**But  to  what  do  you  now  particularly  refer?" 
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"  To  this  blunder  of  yours,"  rejoined  his 
companion.  "It  was  in  your  power  to  turn 
this  last  race  to  your  own  certain  advantage." 

*'  You  have,  perhaps  unwittingly,  applied 
a  truly  proper  description  to  the  event  so 
recently  numbered  ^vith  the  things  of  the 
past,"  returned  the  colonel.  "  It  is  the  last 
race,  Early,  in  which  my  colours  will  have 
been  seen  by  friend  or  foe." 

"  Why  not  have  had  the  trial,"  said  the 
lawyer,  "  and  so  held  the  trump  card  in 
your  hand  ?" 

"  An  arrangement,  no  doubt,  worthy  of 
the  abilities  of  thimble-rig  graduates,"  replied 
the  colonel;  '*but  scarcely  to  be  thought  of 
twice  bv  a  gentleman." 

"  Gentleman  !"  sneered  Jeremiah  Early. 
'*  What  is  a  gentleman  without  money  ?" 

"A  helpless  biped  it  must  be  confessed,'' 
responded  the  colonel,  "  as  I  can  testify 
from  familiar  experience.  But  still  he  may 
be  a  gentleman  without  a  penny." 
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"I  could  see  nothing  wrong  in  having  a 
trial,"  remarked  the  lawyer,  ^'and  then  we 
should  have  known  what  to  have  done." 

'*  By  doing  the  unsuspecting,  confiding, 
and  innocent  British  public,"  replied  the 
colonel.  "  That,  Early,"  continued  he, 
"  can  scarcely  be  classed  among  the  accom- 
plishments of  a  gentleman." 

''  British  public !"  exclaimed  the  lawyer, 
with  ill  concealed  anger.  "  What  is  the 
British  public  to  me  more  than  I  am  to  it?" 

*'  There  is  sound  reasoning  in  that  ques- 
tion," said  the  colonel,  ""  and  yet  the  mutual 
indifference  which  may  probably  be  felt  on 
the  side  of  both  can  scarcely  justify  system- 
atic robbery  by  either." 

"  It's  too  late,  perhaps,  to  say  anything 
about  it,"  returned  Jeremiah  Early.  "  But 
why  was  not  the  trial  brought  off?" 

"  With  a  special  interest  in  your  profession, 
Early,"  replied  Colonel  Leferne,  with  his 
lips  separated,  if  not    with  a  smile,   "  you 
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will  persist  in  referring  to  the  trial.  As 
you  seem  incapable  of  forming  a  conclu- 
sion," continued    he,   ''  from    events  within 

your  own  knowledge,  I  will  sive  vou  a 
J  ~  '  kit' 

plain  and  simple  answer.  The  proposition 
of  having  a  private  trial  between  the  Un- 
known and  Belted  Will  emanated  from  the 
professors  of  rascaldom.  The  design  was  to 
have  the  game  in  the  hands  of  the  few  and 
to  rob  the  many.  Now,  Mark  Rookson,  to 
whom  the  scheme  was  first  suggested,  enter- 
tains a  nervous  susceptibility  about  the  ways 
and  means  of  securing  certainties,  and  has 
the  independent  habit  of  calling  men  and 
things  by  their  proper  names.  In  speaking 
of  a  crowbar  he  would  not  describe  it  as  a 
toothpick." 

*'  But  what  has  this  to  do  with  the 
trial  ?"  irritably  inquired  the  lawyer. 

"  More,  perhaps,"  coolly  replied  the 
colonel,  "  than  at  the  present  moment 
appears.     To  be  brief,  however,"  continued 
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he,  "Mark  Hookson  was  thrice  armed  in 
that  honesty  which  is  above  suspicion,  and 
I,  beggar  as  I  am,  resolved  that  the  Great 
Match  should  be  as  good  as  it  has  been 
great." 

"And  as  unprofitable  as  both,"  added 
Jeremiah  Early. 

Colonel  Leferne  shrugged  his  shoulders ; 
but  said  nothing  in  reply. 

"Do  you  return  home  at  once?"  asked 
the  lawyer,  after  a  short  pause. 

"  Immediately,"  replied  the  colonel. 
"  My  carriage  and  post  horses  will  be  here 
with  as  little  delay  as  possible." 

"  You  travel  witli  four,  of  course,"  re- 
joined the  lawyer,  with  a  sneer. 

•'  Always,"  returned  the  colonel.  "  I  am 
too  impatient  naturally  to  travel  with  less. 
'Tis  the  pace,  they  say,  that  kills.  Now  the 
pace  to  me,  Early,  is  that  by  which  I  have 
lived,  and  I  may  as  well  be  consistent  on 
my  last  journey." 
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"  Your  last  journey."  repeated  the  lawyer, 
as  if  the  words  rose  mvoluntarily  to  his 
lips. 

"Ay,"  returned  the  colonel.  "Each  and 
all  must  take  their  last  journey,  and  by  far 
the  greater  number  without  knowinor  when 
they  take  it.  My  exceptional  privilege  is 
the  knowledge  that  the  journey  I  am  about 
taking  on  my  return  to  Greatwood  Park  is 
my  last." 

"  Why  ?"  nervously  inquired  Jeremiah 
Early. 

"  You  saw  me,  perhaps,"  responded  the 
colonel,  "  after  the  decision  was  announced 
that  the  deciding  heat  was  off  by  consent, 
put  my  hands  down  the  arched  neck  of  my 
horse  and  caress  him.     How  did  I  look?" 

"I  saw  nothing  particular  in  your  looks," 
replied  the  lawyer,  with  careless  indiffer- 
ence, 

"  And  yet,  Early,"  rejoined  the  colonel, 
"  what  was  left  of  a  tough  heart  at  that 

VOL.  III.  O 
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moment  was  broken.  Hope  had  fled,  and, 
worst  of  all,  I  knew  it." 

"  But  you  are  no  worse  off  than  3^ou 
were,"  returned  Jeremiah  Early,  beginning 
to  feel  that  at  least  he  might  be  from  the 
words  of  despair  just  spoken  by  the  colonel. 
''If  a  bankrupt  before,"  continued  he, 
*'  you  are  not  more  so  now,  and  your  son's 
return  may  still  put  all  things  straight." 

"I  have  awaited  for  my  son's  return  so 
long,"  said  the  colonel,  "until  I  believe 
that  when  it  takes  place — as  take  place  it 
must — it  will  be  too  late  for  any  repairs  to 
my  dilapidated  fortune.  I  shall  probably 
have  taken  possession  before  we  meet, 
Early,  of  that  small  freehold  that  even  you 
would  not  wish  to  turn  me  out." 

"  Neither  think  nor  speak  in  this  doleful 
manner,"  said  the  lawyer,  feeling  that  his 
threats  of  what  he  either  could  do  or  would 
were  almost  useless  now,  "  I'll  give  you 
time  still,  and " 
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"Xot  sell  ray  easy-chair,"  added  the 
colonel,  smiling,  as  he  stopped  upon  the 
verpre  of  the  heath  leading  into  the  Hidi 
Street  of  Newmarket  and  announced  that  he 
could  not  walk  another  step. 

'•  Lean  on  me,"  said  Jeremiah  Early,  as 
he  proffered  an  arm  for  support. 

'•That  I  have  done,  figuratively  speaking," 
replied  the  colonel,  '*  for  a  long  page  in 
my  life's  history.  You  have  been  heavily 
handicapped,  Early,  and  shall  no  longer 
bear  the  dead  weight." 

Jeremiah  Early  slightly  started  at  these 
words  delivered  in  a  slow,  deliberate  tone. 

''  Or  being  more  strictly  correct,"  con- 
tinued the  colonel  *'  let  me  say  dying.  But 
here  comes  my  carriage,  and  as  you  antici- 
pated, Early,  with  four  horses." 

With  the  assistance  of  his  cane  on  which 
he  leant  heavily,  and  a  helping  hand  from 
Jeremiah  Early,  Colonel  Leferne  took  his 
seat,    and    the    post-boys,    knowing    their 

o2 
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passenger,  started,  as  soon  as  the  carriage 
door  was  shut,  at  a  gallop  on  their  first  stage 
to  Greatwood  Park. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

TTNDER  the  same  roof,  but  from  the 
^  remote  date  of  their  first  and  last 
quarrel,  Colonel  Leferne  and  his  wife  had 
not  met.  Strangely  disappointed  and  mor- 
tified with  her  brother's  expressed  indiff'er- 
ence  and  selfish  objects,  Aunt  Margaret  had 
avoided  his  presence  for  some  time  previous 
to  his  departure  from  home  to  witness,  as 
he  said,  the  victory  of  his  favourite,  and  to 
w^in  that  which  he  never  had  yet  had — 
enough.  Upon  his  return  no  welcome,  as 
usual,  awaited  him,  and  the  lonely,  friendless 
man  crossed  the  threshold  of  his  home  with 
nothing  but  the  echo  of  his  footfall  to  strike 
painfully  on  his  ear. 
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He  was  alone,  and,  for  the  first  time  in 
his  life,  felt  that  he  deserved  to  be. 

As  he  slowly  approached  the  door  of  the 
room  in  which  he  generally  sat,  it  was 
tlirown  gently  and  noiselessly  back  upon  its 
hinges,  and  Mr.  Thomas  Soppy,  with  a  bow 
of  the  best,  bowed  him  in. 

Mr.  Soppy,  at  a  single  glance  out  of  the 
corners  of  his  gooseberry  eyes  at  the  colo- 
nel's lined,  pale,  and  furrowed  features,  saw 
that  things  generally  and  particularly  were 
not  so  pleasant  as  might  be  desired,  and 
jumped  suddenly  at  the  conclusion  that  it 
might  be  expedient  to  abide  the  issue  of 
events,  and  not  anticipate  them  by  any  mo- 
tion of  his  own.  Mr.  Thomas  Soppy  felt 
that  to  be  silent,  even  to  profound  dumb- 
ness, would  exhibit  the  wisdom  of  a  truly 
wise  head. 

Colonel  Leferne  sank  languidly  into  the 
seat  of  an  arm-chair,  and,  clasping  his  hands 
upon  the  elbows,  bent  a  look  steadfastly 
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upon  the  floor  beneath  his  feet,  and  appeared 
totall}^  unconscious  of  the  immediate  where- 
abouts of  Mr.  Soppy,  or,  indeed,  of  anyone 
or  anything  beyond  the  range  of  the  circle 
of  his  own  concealed  thoughts. 

Acting  with,  perhaps,  wise  discretion,  Mr. 
Soppy  continued  mute,  but  felt  uncomfort- 
able at  the  prolonged  demand  upon  his  phy- 
sical and  mental  powers. 

"  I  wish  he  would  speak,"  said  Mr.  Soppy, 
in  confidence  to  himself,  "  if  it  were  only  to 
rosin  me  up  a  bit." 

Mr.  Soppy 's  wish  was  scarcely  entertained 
before  its  gratification  was  complete. 

"Who  told  you  to  remain  here?"  thun- 
dered the  colonel,  with  a  full  measure  of 
the  old  fire  of  earlier  days. 

Mr.  Soppy — Mr.  Thomas  Soppy — knew 
instinctively  that  he  was  going  to  be  rosined 
up  a  bit.     "  I  thought,  Colonel " 

"Who  the  devil,  sir,  gave  you  permission 
to  think  ?"  roared  his  master. 
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"  If  a  liberty,"  replied  Mr.  Soppy,  blandly, 
"  it  shall  not  be  taken  twice^  Colonel.  I'll 
never  think  again." 

"  By  the  saints/'  ejaculated  the  colonel, 
"  things  have  come  to  a  pretty  pass  when  I 
am  told — deliberately  told — that  a  fellow 
who  has  blacked  my  boots  for  the  best  part 
of  half  a  century  has  the  insolence  to 
think  !" 

Mr.  Soppy's  natural  and  acquired  pride 
was  slightly  wounded  at  the  acidity  of  this 
remark,  and  he  bit  or  nibbled  the  end  of 
a  thumb  by  way  of  compensation  to  his 
feelings. 

''To  be  rosined,"  said  he,  within  his  inner 
self,  "  is  one  thing,  but  to  have  it  rubbed  in 
too  strong  is  cruelty  to  hanimals." 

''You  know  what  I  expect  from  those 
under  my  command  or  immediate  control," 
said  the  colonel. 

''Quite  so,"  replied  Mr.  Soppy,  slightly 
relieved  from  the  embarrassment  of  nibbling 
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the  end  of  a  thumb — "quite   so,  Colonel." 

"  I  expect  them,"  rejoined  the  colonel, 
"  to  do,  think,  speak,  hear,  and  touch  pre- 
cisely in  accordance  with  my  own  present 
sentiments,  and  to  leave  undone,  unthought, 
unspoken,  unheard,  and  untouched  every- 
thing that  fails  to  accord  with  my  own 
present  sentiments." 

''Quite  so,"  responded  Mr.  Soppy,  defer- 
entially— *'  quite  so.  Colonel." 

"That  being  indisputable,"  returned  the 
colonel,  hoisting;  the  well-known  signal  of 
his  two  fore-fingers,  "  by  what  right  had 
you  the  audacity  to  think  you  had  a  licence 
to  remain  here  without  knowing  my  present 
sentiments  upon  the  subject?" 

Mr.  Soppy,  remembering  his  unqualified 
admission,  felt  that  the  argument  was  against 
hira,  and  resolved  so  far  as  he  was  concern- 
ed, to  close  the  subject  in  discreet  silence. 
A  second  pause  ensued,  and  was  prolonged 
to  so  great  a  length  that  it  became  decidedly 
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awkward,  and  Mr.  Soppy  once  more  had 
recourse  to  his  thumb. 

"  Has  anything  taken  place  during  my 
absence  which  ought  to  occupy  ray  attention, 
whether  it  will  do  so  or  not  ?"  asked  the 
colonel,  as  if  about  to  drop  into  a  quiet 
doze. 

"  Not  so  far,  Colonel,"  returned  Mr.  Soppy, 
*'as  I  can  recollect,  worth  mentioning." 

''  My  sister  ?" 

'"'  Goes  a  shade  slower,  Colonel,  day  b}^ 
day ;  but  she  does  not  change  much  for 
better  or  worse,"  replied  Mr.  Soppy. 

*'  And  her  companion  ?" 

Mr.  Soppy  was  suddenly  seized  with  a 
cough  of  a  most  irritating  kind,  which  seem- 
ed to  threaten  instant  suffocation. 

"  And  her  companion  ?"  repeated  the 
colonel,  in  the  same  drowsy  tone. 

"As  she  was,  Colonel,"  spluttered  Mr. 
Soppy,  making  a  powerful  effort  to  check 
the   violence   of   his    cough ;    "or,    as   we 
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used    to    say   at    Hoxford,    as    she   were.'* 

"  Xo  intelligence  of  my " 

''  Not  a  word,  Colonel,"  interrupted  Mr. 
Soppy,  thinking  it  a  master  stroke  of  policy 
to  nip  the  expression  in  the  bud. 

*'  Is  that  fellow  Girling  seen  about  here  ?" 
^''Xot  often.  Colonel,"  responded  Mr. 
Soppy.  ''  Xow  and  again  he  comes  to  make 
— as  it  seems  to  me — a  fool  of  himself  in 
more  ways  than  one ;  but  he  doesn't  stay 
long  to  bray  about  this  part  of  the  country." 

*'  Bray !"  repeated  the  colonel,  with  a 
slight  smile  separating  his  lips.  "  I  like  the 
term.   It  sounds  so  redolent  of  the  jackass." 

"  Quite  so,  Colonel,"  chimed  in  Mr.  Soppy. 
''  Quite  so." 

The  signal  which  had  been  lowered  was 
again  hoisted. 

*^You  cannot  be  otherwise  than  aware 
that  I  know  you  would  as  readily  tell  an 
unqualified,  unmitigated  lie.  Soppy,"  observ- 
ed the  colonel,  letting  his  fingers  fall  gently 
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upon  the  elbow  of  the  chair,  "  as  the  simple, 
unvarnished,  creditable  truth." 

Mr.  Soppy's  thumb  went  with  a  convulsive 
jerk  to  his  teeth  again. 

The  colonel  raised  his  eyes  slowly,  and, 
fixing  them  upon  those  of  Mr.  Soppy,  look- 
ed as  if  he  expected  an  answer  without  much 
delay,  if  any. 

''  Quite  so.  Colonel,"  stammered  Mr. 
Soppy.     "  Quite  so." 

"  You,  in  fact,"  continued  the  colonel, 
"  never  seem  to  have  realized  the  difference 
between  plain,  solid  history,  and  the  too 
exalted  flight  of  the  imagination." 

The  alternative  of  the  thumb  being  nearly 
exhausted,  Mr.  Soppy's  cough  opportunely 
came  to  the  rescue  to  fill  in  a  small  blank. 

"  I  entertain  the  suspicion,"  resumed  the 
colonel,  in  a  somewhat  less  austere  tone  and 
manner,  which  seemed  to  mollify  the  nerv- 
ous disarrangement  of  Mr.  Soppy's  system, 
''  that  you  are  not  so  ignorant  of  my  son's 
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movements  and  whereabouts  as  you  appear 
to  be." 

Mr.  Soppy  was  about  to  be  evidentl}^  pro- 
fane in  his  emphatic  denial  of  this  impeach- 
ment, but  was  checked  by  the  signal,  and 
cut  short  in  the  delivery  of  a  strong  personal 
condemnation. 

"  It  is  not  my  devout  wish  that  you  should 

be  d d,  Soppy,"  continued  the  colonel; 

"but  you  can  consult  the  vicar  upon  this 
subject  at  your  perfect  convenience.  What 
I  want  to  know  at  the  present  moment  is 
whether  you  have  had,  directly  or  indirectly, 
any  correspondence  or  communication  with 
my  son  during  his  now  long  absence  ?" 

Mr.  Soppy  raised  his  hands  clasped  to- 
gether above  his  liead,  and  was  about  to 
drop  upon  his  knees. 

"Don't  trouble  yourself,"  said  the  colonel, 
"  by  posing  in  ridiculous,  ungraceful,  and 
unnatural  attitudes.  You  mean,  I  see,  to 
convey  that  my  suspicion  is  groundless." 
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*'  Quite  so,  Colonel,"  responded  Mr.  Sop- 
py, straightening  his  knees,  and,  in  a  figura- 
tive sense,  shaking  himself  into  his  accus- 
tomed form.     ""  Quite  so." 

"  His  small  resources  must  long  since 
have  been  exhausted,"  observed  the  colonel, 
reflectively,  "  Without  the  means  of  living, 
how  can  he  live  ?  Dolls,  we  all  know, 
Soppy,  are  expensive  toys,  and  his,  I  sup- 
pose, would  not  fail  to  impress  upon  his 
memory  that  he  was  a  Leferne." 

"  Quite  so,"  returned  Mr.  Soppy.  ''  Quite 
so,  Colonel." 

"Admitting,  then,  the  circumstances  by 
which  he  is  surrounded,"  said  the  colonel^ 
as  if  nearly  asleep,  "  how  can  he  live,  or, 
indeed,  exist  r" 

"  Without  ready  money,"  replied  Mr. 
Soppy,  "we  all  know,  who  know  anything, 
that  things  work  rusty.  But  the  old  blood, 
Colonel,  of  our  family " 

Mr.  Soppy  felt  that  he   had   committed 
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a    mistake,    and    hastened    to    correct    it." 

"Of  the  family,  Colonel,"  continued  he, 
*'  knows  what  credit  means." 

Colonel  Leferne  smiled  almost  imper- 
ceptibly, and  as  if  in  a  dream. 

"The  old  blood,  Colonel,"  resumed  Mr. 
Soppy,  "is  not,  was  not,  and  won't  be  par- 
ticular when  its  wants  exceed  the  supply." 

"Your  conjecture  is,  then,"  returned  the 
colonel,  ''  that  my  son  and  his  doll  are 
living  somewhere  on  the  mistaken  credulity 
of  some  one." 

"  Quite  so,  Colonel,"  added  Mr.  Soppy, 
as  if  he  had  earned  a  compliment,  and  was 
repaid  with  compound  interest.     "Quite  so." 

"  But  this  cannot  last,"  said  the  colonel. 

"  With  the  old  blood  of  our  family  "— 
Mr.  Soppy  knew  that  the  error  of  speech 
had  been  repeated,  and  slightly  stammered 
before  the  sentence  was  finished — "  this  sort 
of  business  has  lasted,  Colonel,  for  a  preci- 
ous long  time.     It  may  come  to  an  end,  of 
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course ;  but  not  in  a  promiscuous  hurry 
with  my  young  master.  As  a  thorough 
gentleman,  he  knows  how  to  get  what  he 
wants  without  money." 

"  I  wish  that  /  did,  Soppy,"  responded 
the  colonel.  "  At  the  present  moment  it 
would  be  more  than  convenient." 

"  My  wish,  of  course,  Colonel,"  returned 
Mr.  Soppy,  *'  naterally  agrees  with  yours," 
and,  with  a  bow  of  the  best,  he  pressed  his 
right  hand  upon  the  left  of  his  breast. 

"  What  a  humbug  and  transparent  sham 
you  are.  Soppy  !"  added  the  colonel.  *'  But 
then  you  always  were  so  in  the  past,  and, 
consequently,  are  consistent  in  the  present." 

''  Quite  so,  Colonel,"  said  Mr.  Soppy,  with 
great  self-complacency.     "  Quite  so." 

*'  I  am  almost  exhausted  with  my  long 
and  last  journey,"  observed  the  colonel, 
drawing  a  hand  slowly  across  his  forehead^ 
much  too  hot  for  the  effect  of  a  brain  at  an 
approach  to  ease.     ''  Get  me   some  refresh- 
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ment,"  continued  he,  "and  let  me  be  the  com- 
panion only  of  that  ancient  rascal,"  and  as 
he  spoke  he  pointed  to  the  blackened  por- 
trait of  his  ancestor  in  steel  harness  upon 
the  wall,  "  who  was  the  author  of  our 
family  motto  to  '  live  with  will  unfettered.'  " 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

rriHE  night  was  far  advanced,  and  yet 
-*-  Colonel  Leferne  remained  in  liis  chair 
as  unconscious  of  the  companionship  of  his 
steel-clad  ancestor  in  canvas  on  the  wall  as 
the  begrimed  portrait  of  his  ancestor  was  of 
his ;  for  he  was  asleep,  and  apparently, 
from  the  motionless  form  and  placid,  death- 
like expression  of  his  features,  at  rest. 

Hour  succeeded  hour,  and  Colonel  Le- 
ferne still  slept  on.  It  might  have  been 
the  effect  of  a  dream,  but  something  between 
waking  and  sleeping  led  him  to  be  partly 
conscious  that  a  hand  was  pressed  closely 
on  the  back  of  one  of  his,  dropped  care- 
lessly on  the  elbow  of  the  chair  in  which  he 
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sat.  Confused  with  the  abrupt  disturbance 
of  his  long,  unbroken  slumber,  the  colonel 
raised  his  heavy  e^-elids  and  saw,  or  thought 
he  saw,  a  thin,  white,  shadowy  hand  cover- 
ing his  own.  Not  a  nerve  was  shaken,  not 
a  muscle  moved.  Colonel  Leferne  bent  a 
fixed  and  steadfast  look  upon  the  hand,  as 
if  to  assure  himself  that  it  was  not  an  unreal 
vision,  and  to  leave  no  doubt  concerninsr  its 
reality. 

The  colonel  knew  that  he  was  no  longer 
a  wanderer  in  misty  dreamland,  and  the 
hand,  cold  and  immovable  as  if  carved  in 
marble,  remaining  where  it  was  confirmed 
the  knowledge.  Raising  his  eyes,  he  saw 
the  wan,  spectre-like  face  of  a  w^oman  in 
the  flickering,  uncertain  light  of  the  dying 
embers  on  the  hearth,  standing  by  his  side, 
and  it  required  no  second  look  to  know 
that  that  woman  ^Yas  his  wife.  With  a 
gentle  movement  he  withdrew  his  hand 
from  beneath  hers,  and  then,  rising  slowly 
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from  his  seat,  stood  in  silence  gazing  at  her. 

"It  is  a  long  time  since  we  met,  Julia," 
at  lencjth  said  he,  in  a  broken  voice  which 
sounded  like  a  hoarse  whisper. 

*'Very  long,"  she  replied — "or,  at  least, 
since  we  exchanged  a  single  word.  Years, 
Edward,  long  years,  have  passed  since  then, 
and  not  one  hour  of  happiness  for  me." 

"  Not  one  hour  of  happiness,"  repeated 
he,  in  the  same  hoarse  tone,  "  throughout 
long  years  !  That  is  a  long  time,  Julia,  for 
uninterrupted  sorrow." 

"  Very  long,"  she  rejoined,  mournfully, 
and  with  a  deep  sigh.  "  The  hours  them- 
selves were  often  counted,  and  I  sometimes 
thought  the  night  would  never  come  or  go." 

•'  You  were  then  very  unwell,"  remarked 
her  husband,  as  if  at  a  loss  what  to  say,  and 
keeping  a  fixed  but  almost  dazed  look  upon 
the  white  and  bloodless  features  of  his  wife. 

"  Very  unwell,"  she  returned  ;  *'  but  still, 
Edward,  I  was  not  mad.     Indeed  I  was  not. 
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My  brain  at  times  felt  scorched/'  and  she 
•drew  a  hand  slowly  across  her  forehead  ; 
*'but  I  was  not  mad,  Edward.  Indeed  I 
was  not." 

"  Whether  so  or  not,"  added  he,  ''  that 
subject  need  not  be  discussed  between  us 
now.  It  is  too  late,  as  most  errors  are 
when  discovered,  either  to  prevent  or 
correct." 

"  But  not  too  late,  Edward,"  she  ejacu- 
lated, "  for  which  to  make  a  few  amends  ! 
Say  but  one  word  of  kindness  to  me,  and  all 
the  wrongs  that  I  have  suffered  at  your 
hands  shall  be  forgiven,  even  if  not  for- 
gotten." 

"  I  have  not  the  slightest  objection  in 
giving  utterance  to  that  one  word,  Julia," 
said  the  colonel,  recovering  some  of  his  self- 
possession,  "if  you  will  prompt  me  to  speak 
it." 

"  I  hoped,  Edward,"  was  the  mournful 
■reply,  "  your  heart  would  have  done  that." 
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"  In  days  long  ago,"  rejoined  the  colonel, 
"  it  might  have  rendered  me  eloquent  ; 
but " — and  he  touched  his  left  side  with  the 
ends  of  the  two  forefingers  of  his  right  hand 
as  he  spoke — "  without  a  cause  there  can 
be  no  effect." 

"Am  I  to  understand  then,"  returned 
she,  clasping  her  hands  together,  and  ad- 
vancing closer  to  him,  "  that  we  are  never 
to  be  friends  again  ?  Is  the  short  future  of 
my  life  to  be  like  that  of  the  past,  hopeless?" 

''  If  so,"  he  replied,  "  it  will  only  corre- 
spond with  my  own,  Julia.  In  being  hope- 
less, I  accept  the  inevitable." 

"  Not  one  living  should  be  that,"  added 
she.  "  The  condemned  ought  to  know  only 
what  hopeless  means !" 

*'  It  may  be  so,"  continued  the  colonel, 
*'and,  if  I  am  to  judge  from  my  own  feel- 
ings, Julia,  I  must  hold  a  high  position  in 
that  category." 

^'But  let  me  pray " 
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"  For  Die,  if  you  think  it  advisable,"  in- 
terrupted the  colonel;  "but  not  with  me. 
I  am  not  in  the  humour  for  either  petitions 
or  thanksmving^s." 

"  But  what  have  you  to  say  to  me  ?"  she 
asked,  wringing  her  hands  convulsively,  and 
moving  still  nearer  to  where  he  stood. 

Colonel  Leferne's  lips  w^ere  compressed 
as  he  stood  gazing  at  his  wife  with  blinkless 
eyelids,  and  not  a  syllable  escaped  them. 

"  But  what  have  you  to  say  to  me  ?"  she 
repeated,  in  a  tremulous  voice. 

'•  A  reply,"  he  returned,  in  a  voice  still 
hoarser  and  more  broken  than  before,  ''  that 
a  man  may  give  for  acknowledged  and  com- 
mitted wrongs." 

With  one  throw  forward  she  was  in  his 
arms,  and  her  head  rested  upon  his  breast, 
for  the  first  time  since  their  last  quarrel, 
and  the  first  in  their  lives — long,  long  ago. 

And  so  they  remained,  while  the  light 
thrown  from   the  smouldering  embers    on 
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the  hearth  grew  paler  and  more  indistinct. 

"  I  have  been,"  said  he,  smoothing  the 
chestnut  hair  separated  upon  her  brow,  and 
now  streaked  with  silver  threads,  ^'  most 
cruel  to  you,  Julia,  and  there  is  nothing  I 
can  either  do  or  say  to  compensate  for  what 
can  never  be  atoned  for." 

'*  We  will  not  even  speak  of  atonement," 
she  replied,  looking  upwards  into  his  face 
with  a  loving  smile,  which  brought  to 
memory  thoughts  of  happier  hours.  "  Let 
us  only  recollect  that  we  are  together  here 
as  in  the  old  time  when  I  had  but  one  wish, 
and  that  was  yours." 

Colonel  Leferne  said  nothing,  but  re- 
mained in  silence,  smoothing  the  chestnut 
hair,  now  streaked  with  silver  threads,  and 
still  resting  upon  his  breast. 

"  It  was  my  fault  to  refuse  you,"  she  mur- 
mured, "  what  you  asked,  and,  for  all  that 
followed,  perhaps,  I  am  myself  to  blame." 

Her  husband  now  pressed  his  lips  upon 
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her  brow,  and  kept  them  there  as  if  sealed, 
without  uttering  a  word — not  a  single  word. 

*' You  must  think,  Edward,  for  my  sake," 
she  continued,  with  a  cheerful  smile,  and 
her  face  still  turned  upwards  towards  his, 
"that  I  was  the  wrong-doer.  It  was  I  who 
thoughtlessly  refused  your  urgent  request, 
and  that  which  followed  I  alone  am  account- 
able for  to  myself,  and  only  to  myself  who, 
perhaps,  have  suffered  most." 

The  colonel's  arms  seemed  to  entwine 
more  closely  the  form  of  his  wife  as  he 
stood  mechanically  smoothing  her  bright, 
chestnut  hair,  and  as  if  listening  in  mute 
expectancy  for  something  more. 

"Tell  me,  Edward,"  she  said,  with  an 
appealing  look  which  seemed  to  drive  the 
last  tinge  of  colour  from  his  cheek,  "  what 
your  wishes  are,  and  if  I  know  in  this  mo- 
ment of  joy  that  the  fulfilment  of  one  only 
will  break  my  heart — my  heart  as  your 
lovinjT  wife  shall  be  broken." 
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Colonel  Leferne  pressed  her  more  close- 
1}^  to  his  side ;  but  gave  no  utterance  to  a 
word. 

"  I  was,  and  am  so  proud  of  you,"  she 
resumed,  witli  her  head  still  resting  on  his 
breast.  "  The  well-bred  gentleman  and 
brave  soldier  was  the  hero  of  ni}^  young 
and  girlish  days,  and  in  you,  Edward,  I  met 
with  the  romance  of  my  most  sanguine 
hopes,  highly  raised  as  indeed  they  were." 

The  colonel  smiled,  but  still  said  nothing 
in  reply. 

''It  might  be,"  she  added,  now  raising 
her  head  and  fixing  her  eyes  steadfastly 
upon  his  as  if  she  would  read  his  inmost 
soul,  "  that  in  ray  pride  and  love  for  you 
I  forgot  all  else  in  the  worship  of  my  idol." 

Colonel  Leferne's  hand  no  longer  smooth- 
ed the  chestnut  hair  streaked  with  silver 
threads,  but  remained  motionless  upon  her 
forehead. 

"  It  was  wrong,  and  perhaps  sinful,"  she 
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said,  "  to  forget  in  my  thoughts  and  pray- 
ers all  else  besides ;  but  you  will  not  blame 
me.  A  woman  loves  but  once,  Edward,  and 
too  often  once  too  well." 

"  In  me,  Julia,"  replied  her  husband,  in 
the  same  hoarse  whis^Der,  "  I  fear  that  you, 
indeed,  committed  the  error  you  describe." 

"  And  yet,"  she  rejoined,  with  a  long, 
loving  kiss  which  stopped  further  utterance, 
"  I  would  at  this  moment  freely  give  to  you 
that  love  had  I  not  given  it  long  before." 

Colonel  Leferne  could  not  speak.     The 
hoarse  whisper  in   the   attempt  died  upon 
'his  lips. 

"  We  have  no  control  over  the  past, 
Edward,"  she  resumed.  "  That  which  be- 
longs to  days  gone  by  is  beyond  even  im- 
mortal power.  Let  us,  therefore,  try  to 
make  the  future  joyous  and  live  for  the 
happiness  of  each  other." 

"The  future,"  repeated  the  colonel,  in  a 
murmur  that  was  scarcely  audible. 
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'*  Yes,"  she  rejoined,  ''  the  future,  whether 
it  be  long  or  short,"  and  she  again  kissed 
him  with  an  affectionate,  womanly  love. 

"  Do  you  know  that  you  are  speak- 
ing, Julia,  to  a  hopeless,  ruined  bankrupt  ?" 

"I  know  much,  if  not  all,"  replied  his 
wife,  "but  nothing  to  make  you  hopeless 
while  I  live  and  possess  the  free  will  to 
help  you." 

"There  must  be  no  sacrifice  of  your 
interests,  Julia,  for  me,"  said  the  colonel. 
"  The  time  has  gone  for  that,  and  doubtless- 
ly should  never  have  been." 

"Forgetful  once,"  she  replied,  "I  re- 
member now  that  what  belongs  to  me  is 
yours.  Take  all  and  more  than  all  if  it 
were  mine  to  give." 

"  In  your  enthusiasm  to  give  all  to  me," 
rejoined  her  husband,  speaking  in  a  slow, 
thoughtful  voice,  with  his  arms  still  entwined 
around  her,  "you  seem  to  forget,  Julia, 
that  we  have  a  son." 
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She  might  in  those  few  transient  moments 
have  forgotten  that  she  was  the  mother  of 
a  child  whom  she  had  never  seen  ;  l)ut  re- 
minded of  being  so  the  sudden  thought  ap- 
peared to  strike  the  life  blood  from  her 
heart. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

1\ /TETAPHORICALLY  speaking,  the 
■^^-^  shutters  were  closed  at  the  dairy  in 
Bromley  Marsh.  Samuel  Wideo's  estab- 
lishment was  wrapped  in  darkness  and 
gloom,  and  the  immediate  neighbourhood 
seemed  shrouded  in  a  fog  of  unusual  density. 
There  was  no  joy  in  the  house  or  out  of  it, 
as  far  as  concerned  the  privileged  few  form- 
ing the  small  circle  beneath  its  roof.  When 
the  duties  of  the  day  were  done,  and  the 
last  minute  measure  of  milk  had  been  de- 
livered to  the  last,  perhaps  doubtful,  cus- 
tomer, Samuel  Wideo  stood  with  his  reverse 
to  the  empty  fire-grate,  and  the  tails  of  his 
coat  divided    as   if  deceiving   himself  with 
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imaginary  warmth,  but  the  real  chill  upon 
and  through  his  system  generally  came  from 
within  and  not  from  without-  The  pleasure 
of  raemor}^  was  clearly  not  ]iis,  as  he  stood 
one  evening  staring  at  the  floor  as  if  looking 
for  a  pin  which  happened  not  to  be  there, 
as  far  as  he  could  see. 

"You  don't  seem  very  chirpy,  Sam,"  ob- 
served William  Bottles,  balancing  himself  on 
the  hind  legs  of  a  chair,  with  his  head  resting 
against  the  wall.  "  You  don't  seem  very 
chirpy,  Sam,"  repeated  he. 

"To  lose  it  only  by  the  skin  of  his  teeth," 
groaned   Samuel  Wideo.     "It's  enough  to 

make  one "  and  to  illustrate  his  natural 

meaning,  he  thrust  a  clenched  fist  straight 
from  the  shoulder  into  mid-air. 

"I  shall  never  get  over  it,"  remarked 
Johnny  Tadpole,  with  a  sigh  so  deep  that  it 
sounded  as  if  coming  from  his  toes.  "  I 
shall  never  get  over  it,  Mister  Bottles." 

"Yes,    you    will,    Taddy,"    replied    Mr. 
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Bottles,  "ill  the  course  of  time.  You  are 
young,  recollect,  and  only  a  little  more  than 
half-fledged  as  yet.  It's  wonderful,"  con- 
tinued he,  addressing  his  observation  par- 
ticularly to  Samuel  Wideo,  "  how  thin  our 
skins  are  when  half  fledofed." 

o 

"  Time  toughens  them,"  was  the  sacte  re- 
sponse.     "Time  toughens  them,  Billy." 

"If  I  may  judge  by  mine,"  rejoined 
William  Bottles,  "  that's  the  religious  truth, 
Sam.     It  is  so'' 

"To  be  a  mouse  instead  of  a  man  by  the 
skin  of  his  teeth  !"  whimpered  Tadd}^  "  I 
wish  I'd  never  been  born  !" 

''  Come,  come,"  expostulated  the  dairy- 
man, "  let's  have  none  o'  them  heathen  senti- 
ments. You  wish  you  had  never  been 
born  ?  Think  what  a  Christian  privilege  it 
is  to  be  born,  the  earthly  comforts  you  have 

had,  Taddy,  and — and "  Samuel  Wideo 

was  clearly  at  fault  for  an  appropriate  con- 
clusion. 
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*'  The  beef  and  pudclen  you've  digested, 
washed  down  by  cooper,"  added  William 
Bottles,  coming  to  the  rescue  of  his  friend's 
more  than  broken  sentence. 

*'  I  don't  forget  my  earthly  comforts," 
returned  Taddy,  sitting  on  the  edge  of  the 
table  of  small  dimensions,  and  dangling  his 
legs  to  and  fro,  "  and  never  did  when  I  had 
the  chance;  but  the  scale  is  often  too  light 
with  'em  to  keep  the  balance  straight." 

''  Nicely  put,"  added  Samuel  Wideo,  with 
unquestionable  admiration  at  the  remark. 
"Nicely  put  for  five-stun-three,  eh,  Billy 
Bottles  ?" 

''Don't  let  us  go  into  weights,  sir,"  ex- 
postulated Taddy,  remembering  a  former 
unpleasant  discussion  upon  the  personal 
subject.  *'We  had  better  bar  weights.  I 
do  a  great  deal,"  continued  he,  "  and  leave 
undone  a  great  deal  to  keep  mine  down  to 
the  lowest ;  but  somehow  or  other  the  fat 
will  lump  on  in  parts  and  licks  me." 

VOL.  III.  Q 
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^'You  mustn't  let  it  do  that,  Taddy," 
replied  Billy  Bottles,  "if  you're  to  be  a 
fashionable  light  weight,  as  I've  told  you 
before." 

''How  am  I  to  stop  it  lumping  on," 
irritably  asked  Taddy,  "  or  when  or 
how  am  I  to  get  rid  of  it  when  lumped 
on  ?" 

"  Starve  yourself,"  benignantly  responded 
William  Bottles,  with  a  graceful  flourish  of 
his  broad-palmed  dexter  hand.  "Starve 
yourself,  Taddy." 

"  I've  heard  of  that  before,"  said  Taddy, 
with  a  slight  increase  of  ill-temper.  "  Starve 
yourself!" 

''  Physic  yourself,"  blandly  returned  Mr. 
William  Bottles. 

"  Physic  be  bio  wed !"  angrily  replied 
Taddy. 

"  Sweat  yourself,"  rejoined  William  Bot- 
tles, with  a  pronounced  flourish  of  his 
broad-palmed  dexter  hand,  "and.  heap  on 
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your  sweaters,  Taddy,  if  you  want  to  be  a 
fashionable  light  weight." 

"I  begin  to  think,  sir,"  returned  Taddy, 
addressing  his  patron  with  a  flushed  cheek 
and  flashing  eyes,  "  that  w^e  shall  get  into 
boiling  w^ater  presently  upon  this  subject. 
We'd  better  cut  it  short,  sir,  we  had  indeed." 

'•  By  all  means,"  added  Samuel  Wideo. 

"Amen,"  concluded  William  Bottles, 
turning  up  the  whites  of  his  eyes  with  a 
pious  demonstration  if  not  particularly  in 
season.     "Amen." 

"  The  colonel's  colours  will  never  be  seen 
in  public  again,  I  suppose,"  observed  Samuel 
Wideo,  in  a  melancholy  tone  and  depressed 
manner. 

"  Xever  will  the  purple  jacket  and  orange 
cap  be  brought  to  the  front  again,  sir,"  re- 
sponded Taddy,  with  an  unchecked  tear 
trickling  and  tickling  down  his  nose,  "or  go 
behind  as  circumstances  will  prevail." 

"  The  foremost  that  were  ever  caiTied," 

q2 
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rejoined  Billy  Bottles,  philosophically, 
''  must  sometimes  take  a  back  seat.  They 
can't  always  be  in  front." 

*'  That's  the  rule  in  more  occupations 
than  racing,"  observed  Samuel  Wideo.  "  It 
even  holds  good  in  the  milk  line  in  a 
sense,"  continued  he.  "  We  can't  always 
carry  our  milk  pails  before  everybody." 

"But  kept  in  training,"  said  William 
Bottles,  "what  a  cup-oss  he  would  have 
been,  Sam  !" 

''He'd  have  swept  the  board  of  all  the 
cups  in  the  United  Kingdom,"  observed 
Samuel  Wideo,  with  the  air  and  almost 
swagger  of  a  man  who  set  controversy  at 
defiance.  ''  The  Unknown,"  continued  he, 
in  a  determined  tone  and  manner,  "  would 
have  swept  the  board  of  all  the  cups  in  the 
United  Kingdom." 

"And  may  sweep  the  board  of  all  the 
cups  in  the  United  Kingdom,"  was  the 
ventured     opinion     of    Johnny     Tadpole. 
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**  Who  knows  when  I'm  his  attendant " 


"  Attendant  ?  Ho,  indeed,"  interrupted 
Billy  Bottles,  "  attendant,  eh  ?" 

*'  Well,  hoy,  if  you  like  it  better,"  added 
Taddy.  "  I'm  not  partickler.  Boy,  if  you 
like  it  better,  ^Mister  William  Bottles.  I'm 
not  partickler,  so  long  as  1  have  a  leg  up  in 
his  best  form.  We  shall  win  then,  and 
that's  all  I  care  about." 

"  Ho,  indeed  !"  ejaculated  Billy  Bottles, 
"  and  that's  all  you  care  about,  Taddy,  eh  ?" 

''  W^hat  should  I  care  about  else  ?"  in- 
quired Taddy. 

"  The  precious  certainty  of  losing,  Taddy," 
replied  Mr.  William  Bottles,  with  a  flourish 
of  his  dexter  hand.  "  Winning  can  never 
be  made  a  certainty,  work  it  as  you  will, 
but  losing  always  can  if  the  strings  are 
nicely  pulled  by  those  who  know  the  dif- 
ference between  twice  one  and  twice  two. 
Don't  talk  to  me  about  the  honour  of  win- 
ning,"  continued   he,  with    confessed   con- 
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tempt  in  his  tone  and  gesture,  "but  let  us 
have  a  pronounced  blessing  upon  the  profits 
and  virtues  of  losing,  Taddy." 

"  I  shall  give  my  pronounced  blessing," 
rejoined  Johnny  Tadpole,  '*  when  it's  asked 
for  and  not  before.  As  a  fashionable  light 
weight  I  shall  win  when  I  can." 

''  What  a  little  donkey,  then,  you  must 
be!"  exclaimed  William  Bottles.  "Win 
when  you  can,  and  not  listen  to  reason  ?" 

"  A  man  who  listens  to  reason  once,"  and 
Johnny  Tadpole  threw  out  his  pigeon  breast 
with  a  swell  of  manly  pride,  "  often  finds 
that  he  has  listened  to  reason  once  too 
often." 

"Nicely  put  for  five-stun-three, — eh, 
Billy  Bottles?"  interrogatively  remarked 
Samuel  Wideo. 

"  I  don't  say  it  wornt,"  responded 
William  Bottles,  cynically.  "But  what's 
the  good  of  heavenly  opportunities,  if  you 
don't  embrace  'em  ?" 
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'*  Roping  isn't  one,"  rejoined  Johnny 
Tadpole,  with  an  outward  effect  ahnost 
approaching  the  majestic.  '*  Foul  riding 
isn't  another,"  continued  he,  in  a  manner 
closely  connected  with  the  sublime.  "  And 
a  man " 

William  Bottles  raised  the  broad  palm  of 
his  dexter  hand  as  if  commencing  a  practical 
obstruction. 

"  Who  sells  a  race,"  said  Johnny  Tadpole, 
without  seeing  or,  at  any  rate,  heeding  the 
sinister  interruption  to,  perhaps,  his  maiden 
speech,  *^  who  sells  a  race,"  repeated  he, 
with  now  a  solemnity  of  manner  treadinoj 
closely  upon  the  extreme,  '"ought  to  be 
jugged!" 

"  Jugged  ?"  said  William  Bottles.  "What's 

that  r 

"  It  isn't  pleasant  whatever  it  may  be," 
responded  Taddy,  "  and  when  a  chap's 
jugged  he  begins  to  sing  small,  I  can 
tell  ye.     No  more  real  jam  for  him  1" 
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William  Bottles  looked  puzzled,  but 
maintained  a  strict  reticence  upon  the 
respective  subjects  of  "jugged  "  and  '^  real 
jam." 

"No  more  mounts,"  resumed  Johnny- 
Tadpole,  "  except  it's  Major  Armstrong  up. 
Stand  down  is  the  order  even  from  those 
who  have  worked  a  barney  with  a  poor 
little  fellow  tempted  to  work  a  cross ;  for 
even  the  sharps  are  afraid  to  trust  him 
afterwards.  From  bad  to  worse  down  he 
goes,  and  there's  no  more  real  jam  for  him." 

William  Bottles  began  to  suspect  that 
some  of  the  dearth  of  the  confectionery 
referred  to  might  be  traced  to  his  having 
yielded  too  impulsively,  perhaps,  to  heaven- 
ly opportunities. 

"Nicely  put,"  again  chimed  in  Samuel 
Wideo,  "  for  five-stun-three — eh,  Billy 
Bottles  r 

Mr.  William  Bottles  might  have  enter- 
tained an  opinion  upon  the  point  under  dis- 
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cussion ;  but  if  so  it  was  concealed.  In 
silence  he  rubbed  the  end  of  his  nose  up- 
wards more  than  once,  and  said  nothing  in 
reply. 

"  What  a  cup-oss  he  would  have  been, 
Sam,"  at  length  he  exclaimed,  "  if  onl}- 
trained  for  long  distances !  He  wants  a 
scope  o'  ground  fairly  weighted,  and  then 
nothing  of  any  age  would  make  him  even 
gallop." 

*'  Can't  you  see  him  pulling  over  the 
whole  lot,  Mister  Bottles,  and  making 
everyone  of  'em  either  lie  down  or  stand 
still?" 

"  P'raps  1  can  and  p'raps  I  can't,"  curtly 
replied  William  Bottles,  who  felt  that  he 
had  had  rather  the  worst  of  the  late  argu- 
ment with  Johnny  Tadpole. 

"  Don't  give  way  to  temper,  Billy,"  mild- 
ly remarked  Samuel  Wideo.  ''  It  was 
nicely  put  for  five-stun-three." 

"  I'm  getting  a  little  dusty  about  the  lips," 
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observed  William  Bottles.     ''  Can't  we  have 
a  drop  of  cooper  ?" 

His  host — generous  to  a  fault — ventured 
to  think  that  a  drop  of  cooper  might  be 
introduced  by  way  of  an  episode,  and 
Johnny  Tadpole  hurried  off  to  secure  a 
supply  equal  to  the  demand. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

rriHE  gamekeeper's  cottage  continued  to 
-^  be  tenanted  at  loner  short,  and  uncer- 
tain  intervals.  Harry  Girling  was  some- 
times there,  it  was  said,  but  no  one  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  his  home  appeared  to 
know  when  he  came  or  when  he  left.  Keep- 
ing completely  aloof  from  all  his  friends  and 
acquaintances,  he  seemed  to  be  wandering 
to  and  fro,  looking  helplessly,  it  was  con- 
jectured, for  his  lost  child,  not  knowing 
where  to  seek  for  her.  He  had  asked  for 
information  from  everyone  he  could  think 
of  as  to  where  he  should  go  in  search  of 
Ivy,  no  matter  how  far,  so  long  as  he  could 
but  find  her.     He  would  go  on  foot,  and 
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beg  his  way,  or  starve  in  the  attempt,  over 
distant  lands  to  once  more  have  his  daugh- 
ter in  his  arms  and  kiss  her  before  he  died. 
It  was  his  only  wish,  so  he  sometimes  said  ; 
but  there  was  another  quite  as  strong  and 
absorbing,  and  never  from  his  memory,  ex- 
cept when  weeping  silently  and  alone.  At 
such  moments  as  these  the  fierce  wish  for 
the  opportunity  of  clutching  Aubrey  Leferne 
by  the  throat  and  strangle  the  life  from  him 
in  a  grasp  that  should  not  slacken  for  an 
instant  so  loner  as  his  heart  beat,  misfht  be 
forgotten,  but  only  at  such  moments  as 
these.  It  soon  came  back  with  renewed 
strength.  Then  there  was  no  scalding  trace 
left  of  tears,  and  he  looked  capable  of  the 
deed  he  so  long  contemplated — murder. 

Either  with  or  without  Colonel  Leferne's 
consent,  he  scarcely  knew  which,  Harry 
Girling  was  an  inmate,  at  least,  if  not  a 
recognised  tenant,  of  the  cottage  which  had 
been    his   and   Ivy's   home   so   long.     The 
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room  in  which  he  now  sat  had  been  left 
precisely  as  she  had  quitted  it.  Nothing 
had  been  disturbed.  In  a  small  ^lass  on 
the  mantelshelf  there  were  a  few  dead  and 
withered  flowers,  the  last  placed  there  b}^ 
her.  On  a  small  table,  close  to  the  latticed 
casement  where  Ivy  was  often  watched  by 
her  father  deftly  plying  her  knitting-needles, 
a  piece  of  unfinished  work  was  left,  and  as 
it  dropped  from  her  hand  so  it  remained. 
The  ricketv  old  clock  nailed  ao^ainst  the 
wall  had  run  slowly  down,  and  stopped  for 
the  want  of  the  hand  that  hitherto,  with 
systematic  punctuality,  had  maintained  its 
popular  character  for  keeping  a  well-bal- 
anced check  upon  the  flying  hours.  The 
dial  revealed  the  moment  of  the  omission, 
and  the  swaying  pendulum  never  moved 
since. 

Dust  had  accumulated.  Spiders  had  spun 
long,  black,  thick  meshes  here  and  there, 
and  within  easy  reach,  but  without  apparent 
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fear,  of  the  disturbing  broom.  Proofs  were 
numerous  and  conclusive  that  Ivy  had  been 
long  away  from  her  home,  for  neglect  was 
too  visible  in  and  around  it. 

Brooding  over  the  one  grievance  of  his 
life,  Harry  Girling  paced  one  night  about  his 
dwelling  with  the  restless,  irritable  motion 
of  a  wild  beast  in  its  cage,  and  with  about 
the  corresponding  instinct  of  one  goaded  to 
fury,  when  he  became  aware  of  the  near 
approach  of  a  footfall,  and  suddenly  stopped 
to  listen  as  it  came  nearer  to  the  entrance 
door  of  his  cottage. 

Who  could  that  be,  and  at  such  an  hour  ? 
A  click  of  the  latch,  and  the  Rev.  Ro- 
bert Roundhead  appeared  with  the  cheery 
self-announcement,  "  It's  only  me,  Harry 
Girling.  Don't  be  afraid  of  me.  I'm  the 
vicar,  once  called  by  the  Oxford  under- 
graduates Old  Nails,  or  Needle  Wire.  Don't 
be  afraid  of  me." 

Few  indeed  were  the  men  that  the  stal- 
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wart  gamekeeper  had  ever  yet  entertained 
fear  of,  and  he  must  have  been  framed  in  a 
different  mould  to  that  of  the  vicar  to  make 
his  heart  quail. 

'•'  I'm  not  at  all  afraid,  sir,"  quietly  replied 
Harry  Girling.     "  Why  should  I  be  ?" 

The  question  seemed  unanswerable  ;  for 
the  Rev.  Robert  Roundhead,  after  a  pause, 
ejaculated,  "  Humph  !  and  didn't  see  why 
he  should  be." 

''  I'm  very  glad  to  see  you  here,  sir,"  re- 
marked  Ivy's  father — *'  very  glad." 

"So  should  I  to  be  here,"  replied  the 
vicar,  "  if  I  could  only  see  you,  Harry.  Can't 
we  have  a  light  ?" 

'■'  I  think  I  can  manage  that,  sir,"  rejoined 
Harry  Girling,  "  although  it's  a  long  time 
since  I  have  had  a  light  here.*' 

In  a  short  time  a  candle  was  found  amons: 
some  hidden  stores,  and  was  soon  throwing 
things  within  reach  of  its  rays  into  light  and 
shadow. 
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*' There,"  exclaimed  the  vicar,  gently 
dropping  himself  upon  the  seat  of  the  near- 
est chair,  "  how  cheerful  that  is  !  I  can  see 
you,  Harry,  and  you  can  see  me.  How 
cheerful  that  is  !" 

Ivy's  father  might  have  felt  the  influence 
of  the  proclaimed  cheerfulness  thrown 
around  by  the  solitary  candle,  but  there 
was  no  outward  effect  of  his  being  so. 

"Follow  my  example,  Harry,"  said  the 
vicar,  *'  and  occupy  a  chair.  Rest  is  Nature's 
compensation  for  fatigue." 

"  1  wish  that  I  knew  what  rest  was,  sir," 
responded  Harry  Girling,  taking  a  seat ; 
"  but  I  am  a  stranger  to  that,  and  have  been 
so  for  many  a  long  day." 

''  In  my  opinion,"  rejoined  the  vicar,  *'  no 
time  should  be  lost  in  the  endeavour  to 
make  you  and  rest,  Harry,  better  friends." 

*'  How  can  that  be,  sir,  situated  as  I  am?" 
asked  Ivy's  father,  and  his  eyes  almost  glared 
with  ferocity  as  he  spoke.     "  Look  around." 
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The  vicar's  purpose  would  not  have  been 
served  by  looking  around,  and  he  therefore 
refrained  from  doinpr  so. 

*'  You  will  then  see,  sir,"  continued  Harry 
Girling,  "  what  a  ruined  home  means." 

''The  injury,  the  grievous  wrong,  that 
you  have  met  with,  Harry,"  responded  his 
visitor,  "is  unquestionable,  and  admits  of 
no  plea  that  I  know  of  in  defence.  A  spe- 
cious excuse  might  be  offered,  perhaps,  by 
the  unscrupulous  and  careless,"  continued 
he — ''  those  who  are  indifferent  to  the  suffer- 
ings of  others,  and  mindful  only  of  their 
own— about  the  thoughtlessness  and  im- 
pulses of  youth ;  but  I  am  not  here  to  speak 
in  such  language  to  you." 

"  I  hope  not,  sir,"  returned  Ivy's  father, 
between  his  clenched  teeth.  ''  I  could  not 
listen  to  it." 

^'Perhaps  not,"  added  the  vicar.  "At 
any  rate,  your  patience  will  be  spared  the 
trial." 

VOL.  III.  R 
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**  It  may  be  as  well,  sir,"  said  Harry  Gir- 
ling, "  that  we  should  avoid  speaking  upon 
the  subject  altogether.  It  only  makes  me 
feel  worse,"  and  he  struck  his  breast  with 
his  broad  hand  as  if  he  would  drive  it  in. 

"  The  little  I  have  to  say  about  your  sad 
case,'' replied  the  vicar,  "and  I  have  come 
here  specially  to  say  it,  will,  I  trust,  have  a 
different  result." 

"That  is  impossible,  sir,"  rejoined  Ivy's 
father.  "Nothing  that  can  be  said  while  I 
live  can  make  me  feel  better.  There  is  an 
act  that  will  do  so — a  deed  to  be  done — but 
that  must  be  my  own." 

"  There  is  no  mistaking  your  intention, 
Harry  Girling,"  returned  the  vicar.  "  You 
mean  to  add  wrong  to  a  greater  wronpj,  and 
so  increase  misery  to  yourself.  What  shall 
be  said  of  a  man  who  does  this  ?" 

"That  his  misery  drove  him  to  do  it," 
was  the  reply.  *' To  which  many  a  black 
and  bloody  deed  may  be  traced." 
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"  I  will  not  gainsay  that,"  said  the  vicar  ; 
"  but  it  would  be,  as  it  has  been,  no  justi- 
fication whatever,  and  a  sorry  excuse  for  its 
commission.  If  we  allow  sinful  thoughts  to 
possess  our  hearts,  we  must  be  hopeless  of 
our  acts  being  less  hostile  to  ourselves  than 
to  others." 

"And  yet  it  should  be  remembered,  sir," 
replied  Ivy's  father,  "  by  those  who  sit  in 
judgment  upon  the  wretched  without  hav- 
ing known  what  their  feelings  were,  that 
what  they  sometimes  do  cannot  be  measured 
by  themselves." 

"Be  that  as  it  may,"  rejoined  the  vicar, 
"and  I  am  not  disposed  to  do  otherwise 
than  agree  with  you,  Harry,  let  me  implore 
you  to  quit  this  place  and  neighbourhood 
for  a  time,  if  not  for  ever,  so  that  your  dark 
thoughts  may  not  be  fanned  by  what  you 
daily  see,  and  others  occupy  their  place,  of 
forgiveness  to  her  you  love  so  well,  and, 
perhaps,  mercy  to  him  who  wronged  both 

r2 
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her  and  you.  The  means,"  continued  he, 
'*  shall  be  supplied  for  all  your  wants,  and 
without  stint." 

Ivy's  father  leant  suddenly  forward  in  his 
chair,  and  said,  in  a  voice  almost  inarticulate, 

''  Are  they  coming  back  ?" 

*'  Nothing  more  is  known  of  them  at  the 
present  moment,"  quietly  responded  the 
vicar,  "  than  for  many  months  past.  Since, 
indeed,  they  left  not  a  trace  of  where  they 
are,  or  where  they  have  been,  has  ever 
been  discovered,  and  so  the  position  re- 
jnains." 

'*  I  have  been  often  told  so,"  returned 
Ivy's  father,  "  and  I  suppose  it's  true,  be- 
cause all  say  that  it  is.  Has  anyone  but 
me,"  he  continued,  ''  tried  to  find  them  ?" 

"No,"  replied  the  vicar,  *'none  but  your- 
self, and,  in  the  belief — which  amounted  to 
almost  knowledge — that  they  straightway 
left  England  to  avoid  the  immediate  con- 
sequences  of   their   rashness,    the    Colonel 
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resolved  to  await  the  compulsory  return  of 
his  son,  and  he  awaits  it  still." 

"  How  loner  it  seems  !"  s^roaned  the  un- 
happy  listener.     ''  How  long  it  seems  !" 

"  Will  you  be  governed  by  my  advice, 
Harry,"  asked  the  vicar,  "and  leave  be- 
fore  " 

'•  Xo,"  interrupted  Ivy's  father,  resolutely, 
"  not  to  save  my  soul !  I'll  meet  him,  sir, 
when  and  where  I  can,  without  the  loss  of 
a  single  moment,  and  we  shall  meet  but 
once." 

"  This  is  mere  raving,  Harry,"  returned 
the  vicar,  "  and  I  begin  to  think  that  your 
uncontrolled  thoughts  may  lead  to  uncon- 
trolled deeds.  I  must  think  more  of  this," 
said  he,  rising  from  his  seat,  "and  decide 
what  should  be  done,  if  I  have  not  your 
assurance,  coupled  with  your  departure  in 
accordance  with  the  conditions  I  have  ex- 
pressed, that  they  are  but  idle  threats.  You 
must  not  meet." 
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'Til  remain  here,  sir,"  was  the  repl}^^ 
with  a  dogged  and  sullen  determination, 
"  and  take  the  consequences  of  my  own 
acts." 

"That  being  so,"  added  the  vicar,  "I 
have  now  nothing  more  to  say.  Good 
night,"  and  he  took  his  departure  from  the 
lonely  man's  cottage. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

JEREMIAH  EARLY  and  Colonel  Le- 
feme  had  been  closeted  together  for 
some  hours.  They  had  often  been  "closet- 
ed," but  the  consultation  had  never  been 
extended  beyond  the  present  limits  of  confi- 
dential communication.  Up  to  the  present 
moment,  however,  no  satisfactory  effect  was 
perceptible  in  the  contracted  features  of 
either,  and  each  looked  at  the  other  as  if 
he  knew  that  he  saw  his  enemy  face  to  face, 
and  that  there  was  not  the  slightest  error  in 
the  conclusion. 

*'  You  admit,  then,"  said  Jeremiah  Early, 
"that  your  wife  is  both  competent  and  will- 
ing to  sign " 
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"  Quite  so,"  interrupted  the  colonel,  lean- 
ing back  in  his  chair,  and  beginning  to 
thrum  a  lively  but  noiseless  air  with  the 
ends  of  his  fingers  upon  the  cushioned 
elbows.  "  Quite  so,"  repeated  he.  ''  There 
is  no  necessity,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  Early, 
for  me  to  repeat  her  legal  and  too  affection- 
ate powers." 

*'  But  that  you  will  not  exercise  your  in- 
fluence in  obtaining  her  signature,  by  which 
most,  if  not  all,  of  your  debts  could  be  satis- 
fied.    Is  that  so  ?"  asked  the  lawyer. 

"  My  reply  must  sound  almost  weari- 
some, Early,"  responded  the  colonel ;  ''  but 
I  repeat  it  literally  by  your  request.  My 
wife  will  not  render  herself  penniless  for  me 
by  ray  express  wish,  or,  in  an  arbitrary 
sense,  by  my  permission." 

"There  was  a  time  that  she  would  have 
had  to  have  done  so,"  observed  Jeremiah 
Early,  in  a  cynical  tone. 

*'  You  are  referring,  perhaps,  to  our  first 
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and  last  quarrel,"  said  the  colonel,  without 
the  quiver  of  a  nerve.  *'  A  long  time  since, 
Early.  Pardon  my  calling  your  attention 
to  the  difference  between  the  past  and  the 
present." 

"In  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,"  replied 
the  lawyer, ''I  see  but  little.  You  owed 
me  a  great  deal  then,  and  you  owe  me  a 
great  deal  now." 

"Your  present  condition,*'  rejoined  the 
colonel,  continuing  his  soundless  tune  upon 
the  arms  of  the  chair,  "  may  be  attributed 
to  your  senseless  abuse  of  a  golden  oppor- 
tunity. You  should  have  backed  the  Un- 
known for  the  Derby." 

Jeremiah  Early  gave  a  stifled  groan,  as 
if  it  came  from  a  latent  store  of  pent-up 
agony. 

"  Had  vou  done  that "  resumed  the 
colonel,  "  had  you  backed  my  horse  instead 
of  laying  against  him,  I  should  not  have 
been  in  your-  debt,  Early,  a  single  penny, 
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and  a  plethora  of  riches  might  have  been  in 
your  possession." 

The  lawyer  gasped  as  if  for  want  of 
breath. 

"  Owing,  therefore,  to  your  own  miscalcu- 
lation— I  use  the  mildest  of  terms,  Early," 
continued  the  colonel,  ''you  have  put  your- 
self in  the  unpleasant  position  of  which  you 
complain." 

"But  only  through  your  capricious  de- 
cision, Colonel  Leferne,"  added  the  lawyer, 
in  a  deprecating  tone.  *'  The  scheme  had. 
but  to  be  carried  out,"  continued  he,  "for 
it " 

''To  systematically  rob  me  of  the  great 
object  of  my  life,  and  effectually  to  swindle 
our  friends,  acquaintances,  and  the  British 
public.     Is  not  that  so,  Early  ?" 

Jeremiah  Early  had  a  reply,  but  it  seem- 
ed to  die  upon  his  lips  before  it  could  escape 
from  them. 

'*  In   so   far   as    my  being  your  debtor, 
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Early,"  resumed  the  colonel,  "  I  entertain  a 
strong  opinion  that  you  are  mine.  If  we 
balanced  the  account  in  its  entirety,  I  think 
the  result  would  be  in  my  favour." 

"  A  court  of  law,"  responded  the  lawyer, 
"  would  give  a  different  decision." 

"  Which  cannot  fail  to  remind  you,  Early," 
continued  the  colonel,  "  that  a  court  of  law 
is  not  always  a  court  of  justice." 

*'For  large  sums  borrowed  from  tiQie  to 
time,"  added  Jeremiah  Early,  and  with  the 
angles  of  his  mouth  drawn  back  he  seemed 
to  hiss  the  words  from  his  lips,  "I  have 
neither  principal  nor  interest." 

"  To  be  directly  traced  to  the  miserable 
folly,"  said  the  colonel,  throwing  his  head 
further  back  in  his  chair  and  looking  at  his 
companion  with  half-closed  sleepy  eyes,  *'  of 
not  taking  advantage  of  a  golden  opportu- 
nity. It  was  placed  unconditionally  at 
your  feet,  Early,  and  you  villainously  kick- 
ed it  from  you,  insuring  an  irretrievable  loss 
to  both  of  us." 


'252  TOO  FAST  TO  LAST. 

''  It  is  useless  now  to  speak  of  that,"  re- 
plied the  lawyer,  in  a  subdued  tone,  which 
revealed  the  acquired  knowledge  that  his 
client  was  not  to  be  influenced  by  threats. 
"  The  question  is,  what  is  the  course  you 
mean  to  adopt  to  satisfy  me  ?" 

''  By  my  honour,"  rejoined  the  colonel, 
*'  that  seems  to  be  the  exact  question  that  I 
should  put  to  you,  Early." 

The  lawyer  bit  his  lips  in  silence,  for  he 
saw  that  he  now  possessed  an  impracticable 
client,  one  that  had  resolved  to  set  him  at 
defiance. 

''  In  what  is  termed,  I  believe,"  continu- 
ed the  colonel,  ''  a  strictly  legal  point  of 
view,  I  must  be  considered  your  debtor ;  but 
apart  from  that  red-taped  position,  which  a 
gentleman  cannot  be  expected  to  regard 
otherwise  than  with  contempt,  I  look  upon 
you,  Early,  with  the  doubtful  affection  of  an 
insatiable  creditor.  You  owe  me  a  debt — 
let  us  call  it   of  gratitude — for  placing  at 
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your  feet  a  golden  opportunity,  undeserved 
vou  must  admit,  and  few  amongst  us, 
whether  deserving  or  not,  ever  possess. 
You  fail  to  see,  perhaps,  the  value  of  a  lost 
golden  opportunity,  and  you  are  not  singu- 
lar in  your  impaired  mental  vision.  Men  do 
not  as  a  rule  derive  much  satisfaction  in 
weighing  it  to  a  nicety." 

"  Do  you  intend,  then,  to  repudiate  my 
debt  ?"  inquired  the  lawyer,  fiercely.  '^  Am 
I  to  understand  that  ?" 

**  Certainly  not,"  replied  the  colonel,  in  a 
bland  tone,  and  strong  contrast  to  that  in 
which  he  was  being  addressed.  ''  Certainly 
not,"  repeated  he.  "No gentleman  permits 
such  a  word  or  its  definition  to  be  in  his 
vocabulary.  I  merely  wish  you,  Early,  to 
take  into  consideration  whether,  from  the 
respective  points  of  view  we  entertain  con- 
cerning our  indebtedness,  a  fair  balance 
might  not  be  struck  between  us." 

"  I  am    not   disposed    to    continue    this 
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child's  talk  any  longer,"  was  the  angry  re- 
joinder. 

''It  grieves  me  to  hear  you  say  so,"  re- 
turned the  colonel,  in  a  soft  voice ;  "  for  I 
am  just  in  the  humour  to  continue  our 
light  and  gossamer  discussion.  It  really 
seems,  Early,  to  refresh  me." 

"Your  compact  with  me,"  added  the 
lawyer,  *'  was  that  the  estate  should  be  dis- 
entailed and  sold  through  the  consent  of 
your  son,  and  the  proceeds  applied  to  the 
complete  discharge  of  my  claim." 

''  I  am  at  loss  to  conjecture,"  said  the 
colonel,  in  a  quiet  and  unruffled  manner, 
"which  of  the  two  was  the  greatest  rascal  — 
you,  Early,  in  proposing  the  brigand  scheme, 
or  me  in  acceding  to  it." 

"  We  must  look  to  ourselves,"  responded 
Jeremiah  Early,  "in  matters  of  business." 

"  And  in  so  acting,"  rejoined  the  colonel, 
"  we  too  often  forget  the  sublime  mandate 
of  doing  unto  our  neighbour  that  which  we 
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would  he  should  do  unto  us.  In  carrying 
out  the  instinctive  policy  of  looking  to  our- 
selves, Early,  we  think,  primarily,  of  the 
benefit  that  our  neighbour  should  confer 
upon  us,  and  then,  in  return,  consider  the 
best  plan  of  doing  him.  Is  not  this  the 
result  of  your  great  and  varied  experience  r" 

No  answer  being  given  to  the  question, 
Colonel  Leferne,  after  a  short  pause,  con- 
tinued, 

"Referring  to  our  devilish  compact  for 
dispossessing  my  son  of  his  inheritance  at 
the  very  stroke  of  the  clock  that  he  was  to 
become  master  of  it.  Early,  I  have  a  few 
words  to  say  which  cannot  fail  to  prove 
interesting  to  you." 

Jeremiah  Early  became  on  the  instant  as 
attentive  a  listener  as  ever  strained  the 
sense  of  hearing  so  that  not  a  single  syllable 
might  escape  him. 

*'  Upon  my  son's  abrupt  departure  with 
his   doll,"   said  the  colonel,   ''1  was   quite 
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prepared  that  it  would  last  in  strict  accord- 
ance with  the  precedents  of  his  ancestors, 
particularly  of  that  disreputable  old  vaga- 
bond " — iind  he  pointed  to  the  portrait  of 
the  knight  in  armour  upon  the  wall  above 
him — ''who  illustrated  in  his  acts  the  motto 
of  our  family  to  '  live  with  will  unfettered/ 
T  knew  that,  consistently  with  the  inclina- 
tion and  moral  limits  of  a  Leferne,  Aubrey 
would  stay  with  his  doll  so  long  as  tlie  toy 
continued  new,  and,  perhaps,  while  his 
slender  resources  lasted  so  as  to  prevent 
great  personal  inconvenience  to  himself.  I 
must  confess,  however,  that  his  prolonged 
absence,  beyond  the  probable  realization  of 
botli  these  events,  surprises  me  in  so  far, 
Early,  as  anything  can  give  rise  to  that  ridi- 
culous and  feature-distorting  emotion." 

Jeremiah  Early  was  about  to  speak,  but, 
the  signal  of  the  two  fore-fingers  being 
raised  for  reticence,  he  responded  to  it  and 
said  nothiuG^. 
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'^  You  would  sussest  that,  with  the  facili- 

CO  ' 

ties  learned  at  Eton  for  borrowing,"  re- 
sumed the  colonel,  "  he  may  have  obtained 
temporary  aid.  It  is  neither  impossible  nor 
improbable  ;  but  there  still  remains  the  in- 
explicable duration  of  the  charms  of  the 
doll.  They  have  continued,  I  suppose, 
longer  than  usual  with  the  Lefernes  of  old  ; 
but,  however  delayed,  his  return  home  is 
certain  upon  the  discovery  of  their  depart- 
ure. With  the  tradition  of  his  race,  Aubrey 
is  sure  to  separate  from  her  the  moment  she 
fails  to  find  favour  in  his  eyes,  and  I  cannot 
comprehend,  Early,  how  or  by  what  means 
it  has  continued  so  long,  entertaining,  as  I 
do,  implicit  faith  in  the  extremely  fugitive 
attractions  of  dolls  for  each  successive 
generation  of  our  family." 

"  You  now  at  least  have  little  doubt  of 
his  speedy  return  ?"  observed  the  lawyer, 
interrogatively. 

^'  None  whatever,"  responded  the  colonel, 

VOL.  III.  s 
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"  and  it  is  concerning  his  anticipated  re- 
appearance in  the  home  of  his  forefathers, 
of  course  penitent  for  his  misconduct  and 
outrage  against  good  manners  in  closely- 
following  their  footsteps,  that  I  wish  to 
draw  3^our  particular  attention,  Early." 

The  lawyer  required  nothing  to  stimulate 
his  attentive  powers.  His  ears  were  more 
than  ready  to  hear. 

''  Upon  taking  a  retrospective  view  of 
what  I  have  done,"  resumed  the  colonel — 
"  and  there  are  a  great  many  things  both  of 
commission  and  omission  which,  as  a  matter 
of  choice,  I  should  not  care  to  repeat — there 
is  not  one  less  deserving  of  absolution  than 
the  design  upon  my  son  when  you  and  I, 
Early,  awaited  the  minute  hand  to  mark 
the  exact  time  when  he  could  lawfully,  by 
his  own  hand,  set  the  seal  upon  his  own 
ruin." 

"  You  borrowed  my  money  and  agreed — " 

*'  At  your    instigation,"   interrupted   the 
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colonel,  ''  to  commit  an  act  little  short,  if 
any,  of  a  crime.  I  have  to  thank  neither 
you  nor  myself  for  the  consummation  being 
defeated." 

"All  I  want  is  to  be  paid,"  growled 
Jeremiah  Early. 

"  Anyhow  and  by  anyone,"  responded 
the  colonel.     "Is  that  it?" 

"  I  must  have  my  money,"  rejoined  the 
lawyer.  "  Upon  your  son's  return  get  him 
to  sign  the  deed,  and  I  will  release  you  of 
every  farthing  due  to  me,  principal  and 
interest." 

*'  What  if  I  say  no  to  this  generous 
offer  ?"  asked  the  colonel. 

"Then  I  will  realise  the  securities  I  hold, 
and  sell " 

"My  easy-chair,"  added  the  colonel. 
"Well,  be  it  so  !  I  feel  that  I  shall  not  want 
it  long.  Early,  and  if  taken  from  me  a 
little  too  soon  I  shall  be  consoled  with  the 
thought  that  I  lost  it  through  you." 

s2 
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''  Do  you  accept  the  terms  I  offer  ?"  pas- 
sionately asked  Jeremiah  Early. 

*'No/'  was  the  colonel's  firm  and  collect- 
ed reply.  "  Upon  Aubrey's  return  home." 
continued  he,  "should  I  be  alive  at  that 
time  of  the  world's  sad  history — a  weari- 
some record  of  most  that  is  sorrowful  and 
all  that  is  disagreeable — I  will  place  before 
him  a  full,  true,  and  particular  account  of 
every  transaction  of  the  slightest  importance 
that  has  ever  taken  place  between  us,  even 
to  the  loss  of  the  golden  opportunity,  and 
the  exceedingly  crooked  way  in  which  that 
loss  was  incurred.  He  shall  be  told  the 
whole  truth,  Early,  and  then  left  to  do  as 
he  pleases,  or  what  he  considers  right,  for 
the  sake  of  his  father's  honour — not  for  his 
love." 

"  And  I  have  to  depend  upon  this  ?"  said 
the  lawyer,  as  if  he  had  recently  swallowed 
a  chemical  combination  of  acids  and  bitters. 

"  Together  with  the  securities  you  hold," 
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coolly  added  the  colonel.  "  Do  not  forget, 
Early,  the  pots  and  the  pans,  and,  least  of 
all,  the  portrait  of  that  faraous  or  infamous 
old  scoundrel  who,  in  a  very  few  words, 
taught  unborn  venerations  of  the  Lefernes 
how  to  live." 

Without  further  remark  Jeremiah  Early 
sullenly  quitted  the  room,  and  as  the  door 
closed  upon  his  heels  the  colonel  began  to 
drum  an  invigorating  martial  air  upon  the 
cushioned  elbows  of  his  easv-chair. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

OilNCE'the  close  companionship  of  Aunt 
^^  Margaret  and  Julia  Leferne  had  been 
restored  at  Greatwood  Park,  everything  had 
been  told,  but  with  hesitating  reluctance, 
concerning  her  son's  absence  and  the  fore- 
siiadowed  pecuniary  ruin  of  her  husband. 

Happy,  at  least,  in  having  a  few  words  of 
kindness  spoken  to  her,  the  wife — full  well 
remembering  earlier  and  happier  days — 
often  entreated  that  she  might  give  up  all 
she  possessed  for  him,  would  to  heaven  that 
it  were  more ! 

A  smile  lighted  up  the  pale  features  of 
the  colonel  as  these  words  were  uttered  in 
the  lengthening  shadows  of  a  summer  sun- 
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set,  and  as  they  sat  together  with  one  of 
her  hands  clasped  in  his  in  the  very  room 
in  which  their  first  and  last  quarrel  took 
place  years  and  years  ago. 

Aunt  Margaret  was  the  only  witness 
present  of  what  she  had  so  earnestly  and 
hopefully  prayed  for,  and,  gazing  upon 
theni  with  a  loving  look,  whispered  a  peti- 
tion in  secret  that  each  might  be  spared  to 
live  and  render  the  other  happy. 

"  ^Ye  are  but  the  creatures  of  time  and 
circumstances,  Julia,"  remarked  the  colonel. 
"The  very  cause  which  made  us  strangers 
to  each  other  long  since  is  now  urged  by 
you  as  a  medium  to  unite  our  friendship." 

''  I  care  nothing,  Edward,"  she  replied, 
looking  at  him  as  no  woman  can  look  but 
at  the  man  she  loves,  and  the  only  man  she 
ever  loved — "I  care  nothing,"  she  repeated, 
*'  how  or  by  what  means  we  are  friends,  so 
loner  as  we  are  amon^^r  the  dearest  that  ever 

o  o 

lived." 
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"You  must  refrain  from  becoming  enthu- 
siastic," rejoined  her  husband,  smiling,  *'  or 
I  shall  soon  be  unable  to  give  utterance  to 
my  prosaic  sentiments.  As  a  lover,  you 
will  recollect  that  I  was  neither  eloquent 
nor  poetical." 

"  And  yet  no  words  that  were  ever  spoken 
then,  Edward,"  she  returned,  *'  but  are  re- 
membered now,  so  sweet  and  dear  were 
they  to  me.  I  was  always  thinking  of  them 
w^hen  away  from  you,  and  believed  that  the 
day  must  come  when  you  and  I  should 
again  be  as  we  are  at  this  happy  moment  of 
my  life." 

^'  But  have  you  nothing  to  say  of  past 
wrongs — nothing  to  reproach  me  with  ?" 
asked  her  husband. 

"  Not  one  word,"  she  replied,  "  or  of 
anything  that  you  have  ever  said  or  done 
to  me." 

Colonel  Leferne  fixed  a  keen,  inquiring 
look  upon  his  wife,  but  knew  in  what  he 
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saw  that  he  had  heard  only  the  simple 
words  of  truth  from  a  heart  still  young  that 
loved  him,  perhaps,  too  well. 

After  a  long,  unbroken  silence,  with  her 
hand  remaining  clasped  in  his,  the  colonel 
said,  in  a  low  tone,  scarcely  above  a  whis- 
per, 

"  To  feel  that  we  have  done  a  great  in- 
jury, and  know  that  it  is  too  late  to  retrieve 
it,  Julia,  is  a  bitter  thought." 

'*  Let  no  reflections  of  sadness  be  asso- 
ciated with  me,  Edward,"  she  returned. 
"Look  in  my  face,  and  you  will  learn  that 
a  happier  wife  could  not  be." 

"  But  of  recent  date,  to  be  measured  by 
hours,"  rejoined  he,  in  a  voice  scarcely 
audible.  '*  What  shall  be  said  of  the  long 
interval  of  years  of  sorrow  caused  by  me  ?" 

''Not  one  word,"  she  replied,  earnestly — 
"  not  one  word.  Let  all  be  forgotten  as  it 
has  been  forgiven." 

"  If  I  could  but  recall  the  past,"  added 
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her  husband,  "  I  would  prove  to  those  I 
have  most  wronged — and  they  are  present 
to  hear  the  confession — that  my  repentance 
should  be  practical  and  sincere  to  them,  at 
least,  if  to  none  besides." 

''We  will  believe,"  observed  Aunt  Mar- 
garet, in  her  usual  plaintive  and  quiet  voice, 
''that  in  those  words  you  have  to  us,  Ed- 
ward, recalled  the  past,  and  made  the  future 
bright  and  full  of  hope." 

"The  future,"  said  the  colonel,  reflect- 
ively, "  within  the  limits  of  our  individual 
actions,  is  under  our  own  control ;  but  the 
past  is  beyond  the  reach  of  even  immortal 
power.  That  which  has  been  lias  been, 
and  the  record  either  for  good  or  evil  must 
remain  for  eternity." 

"  How  different  would  be  the  hourly 
deeds  of  men  if  such  a  thought  as  this  pre- 
ceded their  commission  !"  exclaimed  Aunt 
Margaret. 

"The  imperfection  of  human  nature  for- 
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bids  the  possibility,"  responded  the  colonel. 
*'  Men  live  for  self-gratification,  and,  the 
present  being,  as  they  think,  their  own, 
forget  the  harvest  which  must  follow  their 
scattering  of  evil  broadcast  as  certain  as  the 
night  succeeds  the  day." 

'*'Tis  a  forgetfulness  which  seems  to  be 
the  very  source  of  human  misery,"  observed 
Aunt  Margaret. 

"And  when  reminded  by  the  stern  reality 
of  Time,"  added  the  colonel,  "it  is  always 
too  late.  The  law  unchangeable  to  others," 
he  continued,  "  must  be  so  to  me,  and  I 
now  feel,  towards  its  closing  scene,  what  a 
misspent  life  truly  means." 

His  wife  threw  her  arms  around  him,  and, 
resting  her  head  upon  his  breast,  large,  hot, 
scalding  tears  stole  down  her  cheeks  which 
almost  scarred  them  as  they  fell. 

"What  stern  duty  of  life."  resumed  he, 
"  have  I  performed,  or  how  have  I  per- 
formed it?     As  a  husband,  what  shall  the 
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wife  say,"  and,  as  he  spoke,  he  smoothed 
the  chestnut  hair  streaked  with  silvery 
threads  beneath  the  tender,  gentle  motion 
of  a  hand — "what  shall  the  wife  say,"  re- 
iterated he,  ''  unless  she  flatters  him  with 
merits  he  never  possessed  ?" 

"  Who  shall  be  the  judge  of  that  ?"  said 
Aunt  Margaret. 

"Myself,"  responded  the  colonel.  "Know- 
ing myself,  I  think  that  I  may  give  that 
reply  without  reservation.  I  repeat,"  he 
resumed,  still  smoothing  the  silky,  chestnut 
hair,  "  what  shall  the  wife  say?" 

"That  I  love  you,  Edward,"  was  the 
reply,  stifled  with  rising  sobs,  ''as  when 
you  first  said  that  you  loved  me — a  trusting, 
believing  girl." 

"  And  had  I  been  as  kind  to  you,  Julia, 
as  you  deserved,"  rejoined  her  husband, 
"you  would  not  have  loved  me  more." 

*'  Because  it  would  have  been  impossi- 
ble,"  she    returned.     "  You   possessed   my 
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heart  when  I  gave  it,  and  you  have  it  now." 

"  Despite  of  all  then,  Julia,"  added  the 
colonel,  and  he  pressed  his  lips  upon  the 
luarble-like  forehead  of  his  wife,  "  I  am  in 
your  mental  eyesight  the  model  of  what  a 
man  should  be  when  he  plights  his  troth  to 
her  whom  he  persuades  to  believe  him." 

"  If  by  well  remembering  your  acts  and 
words  to  me  in  other  days,"  she  responded, 
^*  I  should  recollect  anything,  Edward,  that 
might  be  the  shadow  of  a  reproach  to  you, 
let  it  be  deemed  a  circumstance  of  the  past 
leaving^  no  trace  behind." 

"And  yet  the  unsparing  forgiveness 
which  is  offered  for  its  having  taken  place," 
returned  her  husband,  "  is  red-handed  evi- 
dence of  what  I  have  done,  and  for  which 
no  recompense  can  be  made.  Too  late, 
Julia,  too  late  !" 

"That  can  never  be,"  said  Aunt  Mar- 
garet, ''  while  we  live.  Repentance,"  she 
added,  solemnly,  ^'  cannot  be  too  late  even 
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if  it  comes  with  the  last  fleeting  breath  of  life." 

"  Such  has  been  the  dogma  of  Mother 
Church  in  all  ages,"  responded  the  colonel. 
"  But  what  has  our  sister  to  say  of  the  sighs 
and  tears  breathed  and  shed  for  me  ?" 

"•  Nothing,  Edward,"  rejoined  Aunt  Mar- 
garet, ''  beyond  the  fervent  liope  that  they 
were  neither  sighs  nor  tears  given  in  vain." 

"  And  so,"  continued  the  colonel,  "  with 
the  confessed  wrongs  I  have  heaped  on  the 
heads  of  both,  I  am  to  be  released  of  all 
consequences  to  in3^self,  and  leave  you  to 
bear  the  burden  which  I  alone  should  know 
the  weight  of.  But  wliat  will  our  son  say 
upon  his  return  home  to  greet  his  mother 
for  the  first  time  since  he  left  to  live  with 
will  unfettered?  Will  he,  too,  have  nothing 
to  accuse  his  father  of?" 

Not  a  word  was  uttered  in  reply  by 
either  his  wife  or  Aunt  Margaret,  but  each 
looked  at  the  speaker  with  tearful  eyes  and 
sorrowing  hearts. 
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"Am  I  to  think?"  continued  the  colonel, 
''that  he  can  forgive  me,  as  you  have  done, 
for  neglecting  or  abusing  every  duty  that  I 
ought  to  have  performed,  born  as  he  was, 
Julia  ?" 

"  These  self-reproaches  are  torture  to  me, 
Edward,"  responded  his  wife.  ''  Let  me 
beg  of  you  that  they  may  cease." 

"If  such  anguish  to  you,"  added  her  hus- 
band, "  they  can  be  no  less  so  to  the  author 
of  them,  and  I  feel  that  I  much  more  de- 
serve to  bear  the  pain  than  you,  Julia,  who 
should  be  a  stranger  to  what  self-reproach 
means.  The  guilty  only  should  know  this 
sting  of  conscience — not  the  innocent." 

There  Avas  an  interval  of  silence,  which 
neither  seemed  disposed  to  break.  At 
length,  however,  the  colonel  resumed. 

"  In  the  short-sighted  selfishness  of  my 
nature,"  said  he,  "  I  thought  only  of  myself, 
forgetting  even  my  wife  and  child,  or,  if 
remembering  them,  simply  as  the  means  to 
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gain  at  some  distant  date  my  own  selfish 
ends.  Strange  as  this  voluntary  admission 
must  sound — and  the  struggle  that  I  have 
had  to  make  it  Heaven  only  knows  ! — I 
Avould  not  retract  a  single  syllable  to  add 
one  hour  to  my  life;  for  I  never  felt  so 
content  to  part  with  it  as  at  this  moment  of 
peace,  if  of  humiliation/' 

"Oh!  Edward,"  exclaimed  Aunt  Mar- 
garet, *'  that  I  should  have  lived  to  hear 
such  v/ords  from  you  !" 

"  And  I  to  live  to  speak  them,"  respond- 
ed her  brother,  ''must  be  an  unsolved 
mystery  to  myself.  They  are,  however, 
recorded,"  continued  the  colonel,  "either 
for  or  against  me,  and  I  will  accept  the 
issue." 

The  lengthened  shadows  grew  paler  with 
the  sinking  sun,  and  darkness  began  to  fall 
around  when  Colonel  Leferne  suddenly 
started  to  his  feet  and  ejaculated — 

"Hark!     Did   you  hear  that   footstep? 
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It  is  one  that  is  familiar  to  me,  and  I  know 
full  well  the  sound  of." 

Thus  speaking,  and  with  an  effort  he 
seemed  scarcely  master  of,  Colonel  Leferne 
hurried  from  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

MR.  SOPPY— Mr.  Thomas  Soppy— 
since  his  penitential  return  to  the 
bosom  of  his  family,  which,  stripped  of  all 
metaphorical  verbosit}^,  meant  nothing  more 
nor  less  than  that  of  his  wife,  was  no  longer 
the  arbitrary,  dominant  lord  and  master  of 
the  providitor  to  his  comforts,  contributor  to 
his  luxuries,  and  full  partner  of  his  daily 
labours,  to  say  as  little  as  possible  concern- 
ing the  manifold  odd  jobs  which  were 
thrown  in  to  make  up  the  sum  total.  Mr. 
Soppy  felt  that,  having  been  supposed — for 
he  never  quite  admitted  it — to  have  made  a 
fool  of  himself,  he  could  not  consistently 
occupy   the   high   pedestal  which   formerly 
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seemed  to  him  either  his  natural  or  acquired 
position  in  the  presence  of  her  who  now 
evinced  anything  but  a  disposition  to  be 
patient  under  abuse,  whether  mathematical, 
poetical,  or  historical. 

Dame  Soppy  had  had  enough,  and  more 
than  enough,  of  this  sort  of  thing,  as  she  told 
him,  and  followed  up  the  statement  by 
lettincr  him  understand  that  not  an  infinitesi- 
mal  addition  would  she  submit  to. 

The  change  in  Mr.  Thomas  Soppy's  out- 
ward demeanour  became  great  in  the  ex- 
treme. To  say  that  it  was  gentle  would 
fall,  perhaps,  short  of  the  pronounced  effect, 
and  to  add  that  it  was  m.eek  might  give  a 
flattering  colour  which  it  did  not  quite  pos- 
sess. Be  this  as  it  may,  he  looked  like  a 
man  who  had  feasted  plentifully,  in  a  figur- 
ative sense,  on  humble  pie  without  inter- 
fering with  his  digestion,  and  was  ready  to 
make  further  progress. 

"  I   think,  dame,"   said   he,   stirring   the 

t2 
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sugar  from  the  bottom  of  a  cup  of  tea  as 
they  sat  together,  with  a  small  round  table 
acting  as  a  barrier  between  them — "I  think, 
dame,"  repeated  he,  ''that  we  understand 
what  connubial  bliss  mean,  as  we  used  to 
say  at  Hoxford." 

Dame  Soppy  entertained  no  desire  of 
being  informed  of  anything  that  was  said  in 
such  a  heathen  place,  believing,  as  she  had 
lieard,  that  a  great  deal  was  spoken  there 
of  a  kind  not  so  nice  as  it  ought  to  be. 

"  I  will  not  go  the  full  length  to  say," 
resumed  Mr.  Soppy,  pursing  his  lips  toge- 
ther, and  assuming  as  consequential  an  air 
as  he  dared  to  adorn  himself  with  tempor- 
arily, "  I  will  not  go  the  full  length  to  say," 
repeated  he,  "  that  everything  that's  said  at 
Hoxford  is  quite  as  nice  as  it  ought  to  be  ; 
but  the  classics " 

"  Bother  the  classics !"  interrupted  the 
dame.  "  Let's  have  no  more  of  the  classics. 
When  you  begin  to  talk  of  them,  I  know 
what  the  classics  mean." 
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"  As  I  more  often  than  not,"  replied  Mr. 
Soppy,  '^  don't  know  myself,  would  you,  if 
in  an  obliging  humour,  be  kind  enough  to 
tell  me  ?" 

"  A  sham,"  returned  his  wife,  curtly — 
"  nothing  but  a  sham.  What  do  you  know 
about  the  classics  ?" 

'•  I've  seen  the  pictures  of  a  few  of  'em," 
said  Mr.  Soppy,  blandly. 

"The  more  shame  for  you,"  added  the 
the  dame,  "  and  that's  all  I'll  say  or  have 
said  about  the  matter." 

*'  In  that  case,  we'll  return,  if  you  please, 
to  the  subject  I  started  with" — Mr.  Soppy, 
by  way  of  an  episode,  here  took  a  deep  sip 
of  his  tea — "our  connubial  bliss." 

"  The  less  of  your  humbug,  Tom  Soppy — " 

Her  solitary  hearer  started  and  winced, 
for  he  knew  from  recent  experience  that 
when  he  was  thus  addressed  he  was  sure  to 
be  exposed  to  a  battery  of  great  force. 

"  — The    less    of    your    humbug,    Tom 
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Soppy,"  she  repeated,  in  a  tone  too  deliber- 
ate to  be  musical  to  his  ears,  "  that  I  am 
exposed  to  this  morning,  the  better  I  sliall 
be  pleased.  If  ever  there  was  or  is  a  time 
for  that  sort  of  thing,  the  present  is  not  the 
right  one,  as  yon  ought  to  feel  without 
being  told  so  by  me.  None  of  your  hum- 
bug, Tom  Soppy." 

"  I  was  only  going  to  observe " 

"Then  don't  observe  it,"  interrupted  the 
dame,  seriously.  "  Nothing  you  could  say 
would  be  worth  listening  to,  and  might  only 
add  to  the  long  list  of  stupid  things  you 
ought  not  to  have  said." 

Mr.  Thomas  Soppy  entertained  at  this 
moment  of  his  chequered  existence  what  a 
direct  change  of  position  might  bring  about. 
For  a  long  series  of  years  he  had — still  in  a 
figurative  sense — been  sitting  upon  his  wife, 
and  here  was  his  wife  sitting  upon  him  ! 

**  People  without  brains,  Tom  Soppy — 
or,  if  you  like  it  better,  I'll  say  Sop-j9?/ — 
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often  lefc  their  tongues  run  loose,"  continued 
she,  "  to  make  up  in  chatter  what  they  want 
in  sense." 

Mr.  Soppy  stared  with  his  gooseberry 
eyes  at  the  bottom  of  his  tea-cup,  and  came 
to  the  sudden  conclusion,  from  \yhat  he 
saw,  perhaps,  that  reticence  was  a  virtue 
which  he  had  much  better  sedulously  prac- 
tise than  neglect. 

"  ril  hold  my  tongue,"  said  he,  in  an  in- 
jured tone— ''that's  what  TH  do— I'll  hold 
mv  tonorue." 

"  Do,"  responded  his  wife,  with  emphasis 
in  the  monosyllable.  *'  Do,  Tom  Soppy. 
What  a  treat  it  would  be,"  she  continued, 
"if  you  would  only  keep  your  tongue  to 
yourself !" 

Mr.  Soppy  at  this  moment  entertained  the 
firm  conviction  that  he  was  not  only  sat 
upon,  but  flattened — still  in  a  figurative  sense 
— into  the  shape  of  a  mufiin. 

"  Not  being  allowed  to  speak,"  said  he  to 
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himself,  in  a  voice  that  was  not  heard  even 
by  himself,  ''  I'll  say  nothing.  Henceforth 
I'm  dumb." 

The  superior  force  by  habit,  however, 
soon  surmounted  this  stubborn  resolution, 
and  after  an  interval  of  a  few  moments  to 
recover  himself  Mr.  Soppy  felt  equal  to  the 
task  of  delivering  a  mental  impression 
through  the  common  and  ordinary  expression 
of  speech. 

"What  a  pleasant  prospect  it  is,"  said  he, 
"  to  behold  the  colonel — weakly  as  he  is — 
walking  about  with  his  wife  billing  and  coo- 
ing like  doves  just  as  if  they  never  had  a 
jolly  quarrel  in  their  whole  lives.  But  I 
saw  and  heard  one,  you  know,  dame,  and 
Fm  not  likely  to  forget  it." 

"Like  most  people,  including  ourselves, 
Tom  Soppy,"  replied  the  dame,  with  a 
predominating  quantity  of  acid  in  her  tone, 
"  man  and  wife  quarrel  much  too  often ;  but 
they  began  and  ended  with  one." 
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"That  iL'cis  a  breeze  I"  ejaculated  he. 
*'  I  can  see  the  colonel  now  thundering  for 
her  to  sign  the  parchments." 

"And  the  lightning  scorched  her  brain 
for  a  time,  poor  thing !"  responded  the  dame, 
with  grave  commiseration  in  her  manner. 

"You  don't  think  she  was  quite — "and 
Mr.  Soppy  significantly  touched  the  centre 
of  his  forehead  with  the  end  of  a  forefinger. 

"There's  little  doubt  o'  that,"  returned  his 
^vife,  "  when  she  first  arrived  from  across 
the  sea.  For  months  after,  when  she  was 
here  and  attended  only  by  my  lady  and  me, 
I  was  afraid  that  she  never  could  be  seen  or 
known  by  anyone  else." 

"  With  the  reports  that  the  house  was 
haunted,"  added  Mr.  Soppy,  reflectively,"  my 
manly  nerves  became  unstrung,  and  from 
what  I  saw  upon  one  or  two  promiscus  oc- 
casions I  thought  she  was  a  ghost — I  thought 
she  was  a  ghost !"  repeated  he,  with  great 
solemnity. 
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The  reminiscence  produced  a  slightly  livid 
effect  in  Mr.  Soppy's  features  ;  but  it  soon 
gave  way  to  a  more  healthy  hue. 

''  The  occasions  you  speak  of,  Tom  Soppy," 
said  the  dame,  with  marked  acerbity  of  man- 
ner, "  make  me  remember  that  if  there  is  a 
greater  coward  than  another  in  this  county 
you  are  that  out-an'-out  funker." 

"  Don't  say  funker,"  expostulated  Mr. 
Soppy.  "  At  Hoxford  I  was  looked  upon  as 
a  real  glutton  with  the  gloves." 

"  They  must  have  been  stuffed  then  with 
feathers,  and  very  soft,  Tom  Soppy,"  respond- 
ed his  wife,  "  or  3^ou  would  soon  have  had 
enough  without  being  called  a  glutton." 

''Courage,  or,  as  we  used  to  say  at  Hox- 
ford, pluck,  depends  upon  the  state  of  the 
stomach,"  rejoined  Mr.  Soppy,  by  way  of  an 
extenuating  circumstance,  "  and  mine  is  not 
always  right.  At  times,"  continued  he,  "  I 
am  attacked  with  the  willy- wabbles,  and  my 
manly  nerves  seem  to  go  as  they  come  on." 
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*'  From  what  I  have  so  frequently  witness- 
ed," returned  the  dame,  slowly  folding  her 
arms,  ''I  suspect  that  you  are  never  quite 
free  from  the  complaint." 

Mr.  Soppy's  self-esteem  subsided  at  this 
caustic  remark,  and  he  seemed  to  droop 
beyond  recovery. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

TT  was  a  rough  but  sunny  day,  early  in 
■-  March.  The  wind  blew  strong  and 
cold  as  it  hummed  through  the  still  leafless 
branches  of  the  trees,  and  swept  along  over 
hill  and  dale,  wold,  heath,  fen,  and  moor, 
piping  his  herald  tune  of  the  joyous  spring- 
time. Few,  as  yet,  were  the  flowers  to  be 
seen  above  the  frost-locked  ground ;  but 
among  the  earliest  to  sway  and  nod  their 
golden  heads  in  the  breeze  were  Sir  Harold 
Leferne's  daffodils,  in  full  bloom  and  pride 
of  display.  Winters  had  come  and  winters 
had  gone ;  the  young  had  grown  old,  and 
the  old  had  left  no  trace  of  ever  having 
been  ;  but  there  were  the  daffodils  as  when 
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Sir  Harold's  hand  first  planted  them.  Xo 
decay  or  ''dust  to  dust"  in  the  daffodils. 
Time  itself  was  defied  by  them. 

From  a  cause  unknown,  or  perhaps  un- 
thought  of  by  himself,  Colonel  Leferne, 
wrapped  and  carefully  protected  from  the 
cold  as  an  invalid  would  be  by  a  loving 
hand,  w^alked  slowly,  resting  upon  his  cane, 
with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  flowers,  and, 
upon  coming  to  the  end  of  the  bed  in 
which  they  grew,  he  turned  with  the  same 
measured  pace  and  retraced  his  footsteps. 

The  colonel  continued  his  solitary  march 
up  and  down,  and  before  the  bed  of  the 
flaunting,  golden-headed  daffodils,  thinking 
of  the  past  as  the  flowers  represented  it. 
Alone,  and  yet  not  alone. 

It  might  have  been  observed  that  now  and 
again  he  stopped  and  listened  as  if  for  an 
expected  sound  which  failed  to  catch  his  ear, 
and,  after  waiting  to  be  assured  of  its  ab- 
sence, he  resumed  his  patient  walk  with  the 
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same  even,  unaltered  action  of  machinery. 

He  thought  not  of  the  time,  and  was  un- 
conscious how  long  he  had  been  there,  or 
how  often  he  had  paused  to  listen  for  the 
sound  which  hitherto  had  not  been  heard, 
when  in  an  instant  he  stood  as  if  rooted  to 
the  spot,  with  his  head  turned  slightly  on 
one  side,  and  bent  attentively  forward. 

"I  am  not  mistaken  now,"  muttered  he 
to  himself,  with  a  hectic  flush  suddenly 
glowing  in  his  pallid  cheeks,  "  if  I  was  be- 
fore.    That  is  Aubrey's  footfall." 

The  sound  approached.  Near  and  nearer 
it  came,  until  it  ceased  close  to  the  shoulders 
of  Colonel  Leferne,  as  he  remained  in  the 
attitude  of  attentive  listening. 

"  Having  awaited  your  arrival  so  long, 
Aubrey,*'  said  he  aloud,  ''  I  can  scarcely  say 
that  this  is  a  surprise.  Give  me  your  arm," 
and  thus  speaking,  he  turned  slowly  round 
and  met  the  steadfast  gaze  of  his  son  fixed 
upon  him.     "  Give  me  your  arm,"  repeated 
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he.  "  I  want  more  support  now  than  when 
you  left  to  live  with  will  unfettered." 

"What  shall  I  say,  father,"  returned 
Aubrey,  in  a  voice  scarcely  under  self-con- 
trol, ''  of  having  left  you  as  I  did  ?" 

"  As  little  as  possible,"  replied  the  colonel, 
placing  an  arm  in  one  of  his  son's,  and  con- 
tinuin^y  his  walk  in  front  of  the  daffodils. 
"You  cannot  say  too  little,  my  dear  boy, 
and,  therefore,  if  in  your  place,  /  should 
adopt  the  pleasant  alternative  of  saying 
nothing." 

"  Have  I  your  forgiveness  ?"  asked 
Aubrey. 

*'Most  perfect,"  responded  his  father, 
smiling.  "  I  cannot  conceive  anything  be- 
neath the  moon  more  complete  than  my 
forgiveness.  My  only  astonishment  is  that 
you  should  contemplate  for  a  moment  the 
possibility  of  my  withholding  it." 

*'  You  state  this,  father,"  rejoined  Aubrey, 
"but  am  I  to  believe  that  you  are  serious 
and  in  earnest  r" 
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'*  Look  at  me,"  returned  the  colonel^ 
"  and,  if  the  effect  be  not  too  unpleasant 
for  a  momentary  gaze,  say  if  I  seem  to 
apply  my  words  to  conceal  my  thoughts." 

''  No,"  added  his  son,  pressing  the  hand 
passed  through  his  arm ;  "  your  words 
appear  to  be  their  echoes." 

''  Your  sojourn  in " 

"Italy,"  added  Aubrey,  as  his  father 
hesitated  to  complete  the  sentence. 

"  Has  evidently  qualified  you  for  the 
accomplishments  of  a  courtier.  But,  flatter 
as  we  may,  Aubrey,  powder  and  paint  can- 
not hide  the  wrinkles  of  facts.     How  do  I 

look  r 

The  abruptness  of  the  question,  perhaps, 
rendered  a  prompt  reply  difficult,  if  not 
impossible,  for  his  son  said  nothing  as  he 
bent  a  long  and  mournful  gaze  upon  his 
father's  pale  and  bloodless  features. 

''  Your  answer  is  correct,  Aubrey,"  said 
the  colonel,  quietly.     "  We  have  little  time 


TOO  FAST  TO  LAST.  289 

left  for  pleasant  bantering;  but  I  am  happy 
to  think  that  you  have  not  come  too  late  to 
pass  a  few  last  cheerful  hours  with  your 
father.  Where  have  you  left,  or  what  have 
you  done  with  your  doll  ?" 

Aubrey  let  his  father's  arm  drop  sudden- 
ly, and,  without  moving  from  where  he 
stood^  said  nothing  in  reply. 

"  The  question  I  learn  is  anything  but 
agreeable,"  continued  the  colonel.  ''  Well, 
well,  let  it  pass.  In  the  sublime  character, 
however,  of  an  outraged  parent,  I  must 
suggest  that  your  meeting  with  Harry  Gir- 
ling should  be  postponed  as  long  as  pos- 
sible. An  outraged  parent,  Aubrey,  when 
big  and  muscular  is  always  to  be  avoided, 
unless  a  tendencv  exists  that  to  be  mur- 
dered  is  preferable  to  suicide." 

His  son  still  remained  immovable  and 
without  utterim^  a  word. 

"Let  me  have  the  support  of  your  arm 
again,  for  I  feel  weary,"  said  the  colonel. 

VOL.  III.  u 
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''The  wind  is  cold.  We  will  resume  our 
walk.  And  so,"  continued  lie,  after  a  short 
pause,  "  you  have  been  fortunate  enough  not 
to  meet  or  to  be  run  against  by  this  outraged 
parent,  Aubrey,  on  your  way  hither." 

"  I  have  seen  no  one  but  you,  sir,  since 
my  arrival,"  was  the  reply,  in  a  voice  some- 
what unsteady  from  imperfectly  concealed 
emotion. 

"  Failinpr,  perhaps,  to  persuade  the  out- 
raged parent  to  take  his  departure  from  the 
neighbourhood  in  anticipation  of  your  ad- 
vent," continued  the  colonel,  ''  it  is  not 
impossible  or,  indeed,  improbable  that  the 
Rev.  Robert  Roundhead  has  applied 
sufficient  physical  force  for  the  attainment 
of  this  desirable  end.  The  patriarch,  Old 
Needle-wire,  is  quite  equal  to  such  occa- 
sions, and  generally  attains  the  command  of 
the  situation." 

"I  hope  that  no  harm  or  injury  would 
be  done  to  the  man,"  observed  Aubrey. 
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"That  would  entirely  depend  upon  him- 
self, my  dear  boy,"  responded  the  colonel, 
*'  as  the  patriarch  would  certainly  calculate 
mathematically  the  exact  strength  requisite 
to  overcome  the  opposing  force  of  resistance, 
and  the  weakest,  as  we  all  know,  is  sure  to 
get  the  worst  of  it.  Let  us,  however,  dismiss 
the  outraged  parent  from  our  thoughts.  He 
is  not  here  to  disturb  us,  and  that  may  be  as 
Avell  for  him  as  for  you  ;  for  1  see — "  and  he 
stopped  in  his  walk  and  drawing  himself  up 
to  his  full  height,  with  his  head  thrown  back- 
wards, bent  a  look  of  fatherly  admiration 
upon  his  handsome  son  by  his  side — "  for  I 
see/'  he  repeated,  '•  that  the  blood  of  the 
Lefernes  flows  freely  in  your  veins,  and 
not  one  of  the  name  ever  yet  knew  what 
fear  was  or  turned  his  back  upon  an 
enemy." 

"  I  do  not  regard  this  man  as  mine,"  re- 
marked Aubrey,  "let  his  feelings  be  what 
they  may  of  anger  or  revenge.     He  knows 

u2 
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only  of  his  one  great  wrong,  and  me  as  the 
wrong-doer." 

"That  reminds  me,"  rejoined  the  colonel, 
"  and  you  must  pardon  my  curiosity,  that  a 
question — probably  an  objectionable  one — 
remains  unanswered.  Excuse  my  repeating 
it.     What  has  become  of  your ." 

"  Wife  ?"  sharply  interrupted  Aubrey,  in 
a  tone  and  manner  not  to  be  mistaken.  *'  Is 
that,  father,  what  you  would  ask?" 

Not  a  word  escaped  Colonel  Leferne's  lips. 
They  moved  as  if  in  utterance ;  but  not  a 
syllable  came  fram  them  as  he  stood  staring 
at  his  son  in  bewildered  astonishment. 
Slowly  drawing  a  hand  mechanically  over 
his  face,  he  at  length  said,  in  a  voice  scarcely 
raised  beyond  a  whisper,  "  In  the  term  ivife 
you  do  not  mean  that  the  church  has  given 
sanction  to  the  title  ?" 

"  We  were  married  by  the  British  Chaplain 
at  Naples,"  replied  Aubrey,  with  a  determin- 
ed, unflinching  tone  and    manner,   *'  under 
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^vho5e  protection  my  wife  remains  awaiting 
my  return." 

''Then  you  are  the  first  of  your  race," 
rejoined  the  colonel,  in  a  manner  still  confus- 
ed with  what  he  heard,  ''that  ever  made 
honourable  reparation  to  the  woman  he 
injured.  I  begin  to  think  that  I  ought  to 
admire  the  exceptional  deed  more  than  I 
confessedly  do  from,  perhaps,  the  total 
absence  of  precedent." 

"  In  acting  as  I  have  done  I  have  no  rea- 
son to  regret,"  added  Aubrey.  '^  ]\Iay  I  hope 
that  you  will  acknowledge  and  presently 
receive  my  wife  ?" 

'•  Without  the  objection  of  a  thought," 
returned  the  colonel,  regaining  his  self- 
possession,  "  and  let  the  no  longer  outraged 
parent  hesitate  to  accompany  or  precede  her 
•coming.  I  particcularly  wish,  however, 
that  as  a  connection  of  the  family  he  should 
not  be  painfully  respectful  in  my  presence 
for  the  future.     Tell  him,  Aubrey,  to  keep 
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his  thick,  ugly  lingers  from  pulling  the 
unkemped  sprout  of  hair  continually  over  his 
forehead  when  addressing  me  or  being 
addressed,  and  impress,  if  possible,  upon  his 
obtuse  intellect  that  the  back  of  a  hand  is 
not  designed  by  nature  for  removing  the 
superfluities  of  the  nose.  You  will  oblige 
me  I  am  sure  in  these  few  unimportant 
particulars  concerning  your  father-in-law,  in 
order  to  prevent,  otherwise,  tlie  consequent 
irritation  of  my  stomach  upon  the  few  limited 
personal  interviews  we  may  have  from  the 
force  of  arbitrary  circumstances." 

*'He  shall  not,  sir,  trespass  upon  your 
privacy/'  observed  his  son.  "  I  will  take 
care  of  that." 

"  It  is  within  the  range  of  possibility  that 
the  patriarch.  Old  Nails,  has  adopted  most 
decisive  measures  to  anticipate  the  necessity 
of  your  interference,  Aubrey,"  remarked  the 
colonel.  ''  I  suspect  that  we  shall  learn  of 
a  peremptory  and  original  method  for  the 
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extradition  of  your  father-in-law  before  we 
are  much  older  or  wiser — perhaps  spread- 
eagled  on  a  turnip  hurdle,  and  left  for  the 
crows  to  pick." 

As  he  was  speaking,  and  before  they  were 
aware  of  her  near  approach,  the  attenuated 
form  of  a  lady,  with  features  ghastly  white, 
noiselessly  joined  ihem  in  their  walk  side  by 
side.  For  a  few  moments  nothiug  was  said 
by  either. 

^'  Who  is  this  ?''  at  length  ejaculated 
Aubrey,  in  tremulous  accents. 

"  Permit  me  the  pleasure,"  slowly  re- 
plied the  colonel,  bending  his  head  as  he 
spoke,  "  of  being,  the  medium  of  introducing 
you  to — your  mother.'' 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

TTEARS  had  passed  since  this  memorable 
-^  introduction — memorable,  at  least,  to 
those  whom  it  immediately  concerned.  The 
ancient  tomb  of  the  Lefernes  containing 
their  knightly  dust  had  been  opened  not 
long  after  it,  and  an  additional  tenant  gent- 
ly lowered  to  its  depths  to  crumble  with 
the  rest.  That  his  faults  were  many,  not  a 
single  voice  was  raised  to  dispute ;  but  the 
colonel  was  a  gentleman,  after  all,  and  one 
worthy  of  the  grand  old  family  name.  Such 
was  the  decision  of  those  who  professed  to 
know  him  best,  and,  perhaps,  did  so  when 
left  ''ashes  to  ashes,"  defiant  alike  to  praise 
or  censure.     Whatever  evil  he  might  have 
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done  had  been  forgiven,  if  not  forfijotten, 
since  the  first  and  last  quarrel  with  his  wife, 
and  tears  which  felt  too  hot  for  eyes  to  shed 
scalded  the  blanched  cheeks  of  Julia  Le- 
ferne  as  she  turned  away  and  quitted  the 
spot  where  her  heart  now  lay  buried  with 
him  in  death  as  it  had  been  possessed  by  him 
in  life  from  the  moment  she  consented  to 
be  his — loving  always,  if  not  beloved. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

rriHROUGH  a  system  organised  solely  by 
-^  William  Bottles,  the  dairy  at  Bromley 
Marsh,  when  he  was  admitted  a  sleeping 
partner  with  Samuel  Wideo,  without  the 
impossible  introduction  of  fresh  capital,  be- 
came as  flourishing  a  concern  as  any  of  a 
corresponding  kind  in  the  East  End  of  Lon- 
don. Let  the  demand  for  milk  be  what  it 
might  there  was  the  prompt  supply,  al- 
though the  number  of  cows  remained  sta- 
tionary. 

**  Leave  the  working  of  the  concern  all  to 
me,  Sam,"  observed  he,  upon  the  conclusion 
of  a  more  than  ordinary  good  day's  busi- 
ness.    ''I  know  my  w^ay  about.     I  do  so'' 
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"  But  we  can't  give  'em  more  water,  Billy 
Bottles,  than  seventy-five  per  cent.,"  re- 
monstrated Samuel  Wideo. 

''  Oh,  yes,  but  we  can  though  !"  rejoined 
the  sleeping  partner.  "  We  can  give  'em 
all  water  with  a  little  colouring:.  What's 
chalk  for  ?" 

Their  tastes  agreeing,  for  both  were 
decidedly  partial  to  draughts  of  cooper  at 
irregular  intervals  of  the  day,  and  their 
interests  united,  Messrs.  Wideo  and  Bottles 
passed  their  evenings  together  in  un- 
interrupted bliss,  having  the  ready  means  at 
their  command  to  possess  it.  As  a  fixed 
and  unexceptional  rule  their  figures  loomed 
through  a  cloud  of  smoke  when  the  cares  of 
the  day  were  gone,  and  the  light  of  other 
days  illuminated  the  glories  of  the  past. 

Fading  and  faded,  with  little  left  of  the 
original  bright  purple  and  orange  tints,  the 
Leferne  colours  still  remained  suspended 
upon  the  wall  of  the  dingy  apartment,  and 
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reference  was  often  made  to  the  way  in 
which  the  bay  colt,  sire  unknown,  dam 
Queen  Mary,  by  Gauntlet,  by  Bright  Steel, 
by  Helmet  Plume,  carried  them  to  the 
front  in  the  Derby  to  the  dismay  of  the 
layers  against  him  and  the  joy  of  his  backers. 

The  partners,  sleeping  and  waking,  often 
thought  of  his  great  performance  with  the 
admiration  of  those  who  had  greatly  profit- 
ed by  it,  and  not  the  slightest  division  of 
opinion  existed  upon  the  subject. 

''He  ought  to  have  been  kept  in  training 
for  the  cups,"  observed  William  Bottles, 
watching  the  thin  cloud  of  smoke  curling 
upwards  from  his  lips  as  he  sat  with  his 
companion  ruminating  upon  the  past.  ''He 
ought  to  have  been  kept  in  training  for  the 
cups,  Sam,"  repeated  he. 

For  a  few  succeeding  seconds  Samuel 
Wideo  vouchsafed  not  a  word  in  reply ;  but 
remained  staring  at  the  floor  beneath  his 
feet,    as    if    expecting    to    see    something 
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written  thereon  to  prompt  his  gift  ot 
speech.     The  discovery,  perhaps,  was  made. 

"  I'm  not  quite  certain,  Billy,"  said  he,  at 
the  conclusion  of  the  pause  for  reflection, 
"  but  what  it's  just  as  w^ell  that  he  was  not 
trained  for  the  cups.  A  hoss,  like  a  man, 
ought  to  leave  off  trying  to  win  when  the 
game  is  won." 

"  Had  the  colonel  lived " 


"  But  then  the  colonel  did  not  live," 
interrupted  Samuel  Wideo.  ''  The  colonel 
died  as  he  lived,  like  a  gentleman,  and 
about  the  last  order  he  gave — he  knew  how 
to  give  orders — was  that  the  colt  which 
gained   for   him   the  object  of  his  life  was 


never  to  run  aizain." 


"And  he  never  did,"  added  AA'illiam 
Bottles. 

"  And  he  never  did,"  repeated  Samuel 
AYideo. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

rpHROUGH  the  laudable  practice  of  that 
-^  most  difficult  of  Christian  virtues,  self- 
denial,  Johnny  Tadpole  attained,  in  the 
fulness  of  time,  the  height  and  summit  of 
his  ambition,  that  of  being  acknowledged 
the  most  popular  and  fashionable  light 
weight  of  the  day.  By  paying  strict  atten- 
tion to  reducing  the  threatened  increase  of 
certain  "  parts,"  Johnny  was  able  to  leave 
the  beam  of  the  scale  scarcely  in  doubt 
when  the  feather  of  "  five-stun-seven,"  in- 
cluding saddle  and  bridle,  was  required  only 
to  be  carried,  and  nothing  could  exceed  the 
satisfaction  on  his  own  part,  and  the  envy 
on  that  of  others  not  so  successful  as  him- 
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self,  ill  finding  that  he  could  keep  his  weight 
down. 

Great  was  the  call  for  Johnny's  services, 
and  the  first,  second,  and  third  claims  upon 
them  commanded  the  premiums  governed 
by  the  general  laws  of  demand  and  supply. 
He  never  "  stood  down  "  in  any  handicap  of 
importance,  and,  often  a  good  round  sum 
being  "  put  on  to  nothing,"  the  fashionable 
light  weight  grew  rich,  but  not  arrogant. 

Little  Mite  could  answer  for  that.  With- 
out the  opportunity  of  coming  to  tlie  front 
as  his  friend  had  done,  little  Mite  shared 
to  some  extent,  although  limited,  the  suc- 
cessful fortunes  of  his  companion  of  early, 
and  now  of  later  days. 

"  We  have  done  pretty  well  together, 
Mite,"  observed  he,  occupied  in  turning 
back  a  few  of  the  historical  leaves  of  their 
antecedents,  "  and  we'll  continue  to  do  well. 
I'll  ride  as  lonp;  as  I  can  scale  the  weights 
I'm    wanted    for,    and    when    I    can't  they 
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may  get  some  one  else  to  take   my  place." 
"  They'll  have  to  look  sharp  to  find  one," 
replied   little    Mite,    with   an  approach   to 
strong  indignation  in  his  tone  and  manner. 

"  I'm  not  so  sure  o'  that,"  modestly  re- 
turned Johnny  Tadpole.  "  Many  of  us 
think,"  continued  he  "  that  when  our  sad- 
dles are  empty  there  '11  be  nobody  to  have 
a  leg  up  in  them  ;  but  a  greater  mistake 
was  never  made.  Good  as  a  chap  may  be 
in  the  pigskin,  or  any  other  line  of  business, 
trade  or  profession,,  be  it  soldiering,  tailor- 
ing, sailoring,  parsoning,  and  suclilike,  a 
fellow  is  more  than  likely  to  meet  with  his 
match,  and  perhaps  his  soO'\)enor,  I'm  not 
one  of  those  who  think  there's  nobody  in 
the  world  besides  himself." 

The  abnegation  of  the  remark  elevated 
the  speaker,  if  possible,  in  the  estimation  of 
little  Mite ;  for  he  felt  that  the  fashionable 
light  weight  had  scarcely  any  available  space 
to  climb  higher  than  the  position  he  already 
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occupied,  and  tears  of  admiration  rose  in  his 
eyes,  to  swim  therein  without  falling  to 
trickle  and  tickle  down  his  cheeks,  as  he 
gazed  at  Johnny  Tadpole's  rubicund  visage 
with  devoted  friendship  promoted  by  the 
experience  of  long  years  of  kindly  association. 

''You're  a  brick,  Johnny,  you  are  in- 
deed !"  sobbed  little  Mite.  ''  You'll  excuse 
me,  I  know.     I  can't  help  it." 

"  Then  try  to  help  it,"  rejoined  the  fashion- 
able light  weight,  with  unmistakable  energy. 
"  Then  try  to  help  it,"  repeated  he.  "  Crying 
won't  lay  the  dust  of  our  troubles,  if  we 
cried,  as  most  begin,  from  the  cradle  to  the 
grave.     Better  sing  than  cry." 

"  Would  you  like  a  song  ?"  inquired  little 
Mite,  in  a  melancholy  voice  approaching 
the  solemn. 

*'  With  much  pleasure,"  replied  Johnny, 
extending  a  graceful  but  rather  patronizing 
flourish  of  a  hand.  "  With  much  pleasure," 
repeated  he.     ^'  Sing  by  all  means." 

VOL.  III.  X 
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"  Then  here  goes,"  added  little  Mite ;  but 
the  eifort  proved  too  much  for  his  nervous 
system,  and,  in  the  attempt  to  clear  his  voice, 
it  completely  choked  from  emotion. 

"  Give  it  up,"  ejaculated  Johnny  Tadpole, 
slightly  irritated.  "  I'll  ride  as  long  as  I 
can,  and  you  shall  want  for  nothing,  Mite, 
while  I  can  and  when  I  can't." 

Little  Mite  felt  completely  overwhelmed 
with  the  kindness  of  his  friend,  and,  break- 
ing down,  he  wept  as  if  his  heart  would 
break. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

rpHE  particulars  of  the  arrangement  en- 
-*-  tered  into  between  Aubrey  Leferne 
and  Jeremiah  Early  for  the  amicable  settle- 
ment of  the  pecuniary  affairs  in  connection 
with  his  late  father  and  himself  never  trans- 
pired. It  was  generally  known,  and  often 
discussed  by  the  gossips  in  and  around 
Greatwood  Park,  that  Aubrey  had  behaved 
honourably  and  generously  to  the  lawyer, 
albeit  deserving,  perhaps,  little  or  nothing 
at  his  hands. 

They  had  often  for  long  weary  hours,  as 
with  the  colonel,  been  closeted  together  in 
strict  privacy,  greatly  to  the  provocation  of 
Mr.  Soppy's  curiosity,  which  essayed  to  em- 
brace, not  only  the  family  history  of  the 
past,  but  also  that  of  the  immediate  present 
and  the  deferred  future.     It  was,  however, 

x2 
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with  infinite  satisfaction  that  he  gleaned  a 
few  important  particulars,  through  the  fa- 
cility of  a  keyhole,  concerning  the  amicable 
arrangement  finally  entered  into  between 
Aubrey  Leferne  and  Jeremiah  Early.  He 
became  possessed  with  the  information,  by 
taking  advantage  of  the  keyhole,  which  re- 
moved to  some  extent  a  great  impediment 
to  the  conveyance  of  sound,  that  the  pots 
and  the  pans,  the  easy-chair,  and  the  grim 
old  portrait  of  the  knight  who  planted  the 
daffodils  were  to  remain  untouched  in  their 
respective  places.  In  short,  by  opportune 
concessions,  the  iron  grip  of  adversity  was 
to  be  relaxed  from  its  long  clutch  upon  the 
home  of  the  Lefernes  and  their  broad  acres, 
so  long  possessed  by  them. 

Mr.  Soppy  learnt  all  this,  with  some  in- 
teresting additions.  He  understood — dis- 
tinctly heard,  in  fact — that  an  income  for 
life,  more  than  equal  to  his  requirements, 
was  to  be  granted  to  Harry  Girling,  who 
forthwith  was  to  be  his  own  master,  to  come 
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or  go  when  and  where  it  suited  his  inclina- 
tion. His  cottage,  too,  was  not  only  to  be 
put  in  order — if  Mr.  Soppy 's  ear  against  the 
keyhole  did  not  treacherously  deceive  him 
— but  was  to  be  highly  decorated  with  paint 
and  paper,  and  ornaments  of  no  mean  degree. 

^Ir.  Soppy,  at  this  juncture  of  the  family 
history,  began  to  hope  that  he  also  might 
find  a  testimonial  in  ready  preparation  for 
himself,  feeling  that,  if  virtue  ever  merited 
a  particularly  conspicuous  reward,  no  more 
worthy  recipient  could  be  found. 

Like  many  other  worthy  recipients  in 
their  own  estimation,  however,  Mr.  Thomas 
Soppy  had  the  mortification  of  listening  to 
his  merits  being  totally  disregarded,  and  he 
turned  from  the  keyhole  with  mingled  feel- 
ings of  chagrin  and  disappointment. 

Dame  Soppy,  however,  at  the  earliest 
opportunity  which  presented  itself,  called 
his  attention  to  the  historical  fact  that,  so 
far  as  she  knew,  he  had  never  done  any- 
thing in  his  life  of  the  value  of  the  smallest 
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coin  in  circulation,  but  had  systematically 
left  undone  most  of  the  things  which  he 
ought  to  have  done  for  either  herself  to 
accomplish  or  somebody  else,  down  to  the 
very  blacking  of  his  own  boots  and  shoes. 

*'  Be  satisfied  with  your  place,  Tom  Sop/' 
said  she,  in  her  high-pitched  voice,  "  and  if 
knowing  that  you  don't  deserve  half  so  good 
a  one  will  make  you  more  contented,  thank 
your  lucky  stars  at  having  kept  it  so  long, 
and,  as  it  appears  to  mo,  likely  to  keep  it, 
as  long  as  you  may  want  a  situation  of  the 
kind  on  this  side  of  the " 

"  Don't  call  the  exact  spot  by  the  too 
well-known  name,"  interrupted  Mr  Soppy^ 
"  the  word  affects  my  spirits.  Call  it  six 
feet  by  four,  or  something  of  that  sort." 

''  We  have  grown  old  in  the  service  of 
the  old  family,"  rejoined  Dame  Soppy,  with 
a  serious  tone  and  manner  becoming  the 
expression  of  the  thought.  *'  Let  us  try  to 
be  thankful,  and  end  it  with  those  who  have 
been  so  long  kind  to  us." 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

TT  was  generally  known,  or  at  least  uni- 
-■-  versally  admitted,  that  Ivy  Leferne 
was  the  lawful  wife  of  .the  heir,  now  in  in- 
disputable possession  of  the  ancient  estate 
of  Greatwood  Park,  its  freeholds,  copyholds, 
hereditaments,  heriots,  appurtenances,  and 
all  thereunto  belonging  in  fee,  expectancy, 
reversion,  or  bv  whatever  claim  or  ri^ht 
anything  did,  could,  would,  or  should  be 
deemed  his  hereditary  property,  let  the 
title  be  derived  only  from  the  good  old 
plan  of : 

''  Letting  him  take  who  has  the  power, 
And  let  him  keep  who  can." 

The  feudal  power  of  the  Lefernes  had 
existed  too  long  for  the  oldest  inhabitant  of 
the  countv  to  relate  the  faintest,  shadowy 
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trace  of  its  commencement.  The  accepted 
tradition  was  that  they  had  done  just  as 
they  pleased  with  *'Will  Unfettered"  from 
generation  to  generation,  and  in  marrying 
the  gamekeeper's  daughter  Aubrey — it  was 
confessed — had  been  consistent  with  the 
elastic  precedents  set  by  his  forefathers, 
albeit  exceptional  perhaps  in  the  way  in 
which  he  redeemed  the  trust  of  honour 
reposed  in  him. 

It  was  strange — so  it  was  thought — that 
Ivy  should  not  return  to  Greatwood  Park. 
Her  husband  had  left  her,  as  he  said,  in 
Naples,  and  it  was  his  imperative  injunction 
that  there,  for  a  time  at  least,  she  should 
remain.  He  would  visit  her  at  convenient 
seasons,  and  use  his  best  endeavour,  to  make 
her  contented  with  her  Italian  home ;  but 
she  was  not  to  return  to  England  for  long, 
very  long,  for  reasons  which  he  should  re- 
serve and  express  to  no  one  living  or  likely 
to  live. 
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Such  was  the  peremptory  announcement 
of  Aubrey  Leferne  concerning  his  wife,  and 
no  one  who  had  the  opportunity  of  listening 
to  it  entertained  a  doubt  but  what  he  said 
he  meant. 

'^  But  how  much  our  happiness  would  be 
increased  by  having  your  wife  with  us,  Au- 
brey," said  his  mother,  in  a  soft  whisper, 
with  her  arms  clasped  around  his  shoulders 
as  she  gazed  entreatingly  in  his  face. 

"  Do  not  compel  me  to  repeat  my  stub- 
born refusal  so  often,  mother,"  replied  he, 
pressing  a  kiss  upon  Jier  cheek,  "  but  accept 
this  as  my  final  answer.  I  cannot  comply 
with  your  wish,  difficult  as  it  is  to  resist  it." 

"  Before  your  reply  is  to  be  received  as 
irrevocable,  may  not  my  petition  be  added 
to  my  sister's  ?"  returned  Aunt  Margaret, 
with  as  much  reproach  in  her  tone  and 
manner  as  she  was  mistress  of. 

"  Let  me  entreat  of  you  both  not  to  press 
me  further  upon  this  subject,"  added  Au- 
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brey.  "The  tiQie  may  arrive  for  my  wife 
to  return  here  and  take  her  rightful  place 
as  the  mistress  of  my  household ;  but  it 
cannot  be  yet.  She  must  learn,  as  she  is 
assiduously  learning,  to  be  qualified  for 
her  position,  so  as  not  to  entail  upon 
me  greater  humiliation  than  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  to  bear,  let  the  conse- 
quences be  what  they  may  to  her  or  " — he 
paused  before  completing  the  sentence — 
"  to  others  that  I  sometimes  feel  that  I  love 
better  than  myself." 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

A  FEW  short  years  had  Heel  when,  hand 
in  hand,  a  child  might  be  seen  walk- 
ing by  the  side  of  a  tall  and  elegantly-formed 
woman  towards  the  neighbouring  church- 
yard of  Great  wood  Park.  In  the  child's 
hand  was  a  small,  well-filled  basket  of 
violets  and  primroses,  and  as  they  were 
passing  the  long,  irregular  bed  of  Sir  Harold 
Leferne's  daffodils — planted  long  years  ago, 
but  still  blooming  as  brightly  as  ever — he 
darted  from  her  side,  and,  before  she  could 
restrain  him,  plucked  a  golden-headed 
flower  and  laid  it  among  the  collection 
already  gathered. 

"This  is  the  prettiest  of  all,"  said  he. 
"  Shall  I  pluck  some  more,  mother?" 

"No,"  she  replied,  sorrowfully,  taking 
the  flower,  and,  pulling  it  asunder  between 
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her  fingers,  let  the  torn  and  spoiled  leaves 
flutter  in  ruin  to  the  ground.  "No,"  she 
repeated.  "  It  may  be  the  prettiest,  Aubrey; 
but  we  will  not  have  one  of  these  daffodils  to 
mingle  with  our  flowers  to-day." 

"  Why  not  ?"  sharply  said  the  boy,  turn- 
ing his  dark,  bright  eyes  upwards  with  an 
eager,  inquiring  look. 

*'  You  will  learn,  perhaps,  at  some  future 
time,"  she  rejoined,  in  the  same  sad  voice, 
"why  your  mother  rejected  the  flower  her 
little  son  gathered  when  they  went  together 
the  morning  after  their  long,  long  journey 
to  pay  a  first  visit  to  a  grave  that  she  will 
often  return  to." 

"  Whose  is  it  ?"  inquired  he.  '^  You  have 
not  told  me." 

Dropping  upon  her  knees,  Ivy  Leferne 
clasped  her  child  lovingly  to  her  bosom, 
and  would  have  replied,  ''  My  father's ;"  but 
no  sound  came  from  her  lips.  The  words 
died  upon  them. 

THE  END. 
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Csesar,  Windsor  Catholic,  The  Catastrophe,  Domestic  Life,  Home. 
"Readers  of  all  classes  will  feel  a  genuine  regret  to  think  that  these  volumes 
contain  the  last  of  Mr.  Dixon's  vivid  and  lively  sketches  of  English  history.    His 
hand  retained  its  cunning  to  the  last,  and  these  volumes  show  an  increase  in  force 
and  dignitv." — Atfieiiocum. 

"Mr.  Dixon's  is  the  picturesque  way  of  writing  history.  Scene  after  scene  is 
brought  before  us  in  the  most  effective  way.  His  book  is  not  only  pleasant  read- 
ing, but  full  of  information."— Craij/jic. 
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MESSRS.    HURST    AND    BLACKETT'S 
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CONVERSATIONS  with  Distinguished  Persons 

during  the   Second  Empire,  from   18G0  to  1863.     By  the  Lat3 
Nassau  W.  Ses-ior.    Edited  by  his  Diiughter,  M.  C.  M,  Snipsox. 
2  vols.  Svo.     303. 
Among  other  persons  whose  conversations  are  given  in  these  volumes  are: — Prince 
Napoleon;  the  Due  de  Broglie;   the  Marquises  Chambrun,  Lasteyrie,  Palla- 
vicini.  Vogue ;  Marshal  Randon;  Coimts  Arrivabene,  Circourt,  Corcelle.  Ker- 
gorlay,  Moutalembert,  Re'musat,  Zamoyski;    Generals  Changarnier,  Fe'neioa, 
Trochu;  Lords  Cowley  and  Clyde;  Messieurs  i^mpere,  Beaumont,  Chambol, 
Chevalier,  Cousin,  Dayton,  Drouyn    de   Lhuys,  Duchatel,   Dufaure,   Dumon. 
Duvergier  de  Hauranne,  Guizot,  Lamartine,  Lomeaie,  Lavergne,  Laniuinais, 
Maury,  Marochetti,  Masson,  Me'rimee,  Odillon  Barrot,  Pelletan,  Pietri,  Re'nan, 
St.  HUaire,  Slidell,  Thiers,  De  Witt;  Mesdames  Circourt,  Comu,  Mohl,  &c. 
"Mr.  Senior's  'Conversations  with  M.  Thiers,  M.  Guizot,"  &c.,  published  about  a 
year  and  a  half  ago,  were  the  most  interesting  volumes  of  the  series  which  had 
appeared  up  to  that  time,  and  these  new  'Conversations  "  are  hardly,  if  at  all  less 
welcome  and  important  A  large  part  of  this  delightful  book  is  made  up  of  studies 
by  various  critics,  from  divers  points  of  view,  of  the  character  of  Louis  Xapoleon, 
and  of  more  or  less  vivid  and  accurate  explanations  of  his  tortuous  policy.    The 
work  contains  a  few  extremely  interesting  reports  of  conversations  with  M  Thiers. 
There  are  some  valuable  reminiscences  of  Lamartine,  and  among  men  of  a  some- 
what later  day,  of  Prince  Xapoleon,   Drouyn  de  Lhuys,  Moutalembert,  Victor 
Cousin,  Ee'nan,  and  the  Ch.eviiliers.''—A(henoeum. 

"It  is  impossible  to  do  justice  to  these  'Conversations'  in  a  brief  notice,  so  we 
must  be  content  to  refer  our  readers  to  volumes  which,  wherever  they  are  opeued, 
will  be  found  pregnant  with  interest.'' — The  Times. 

"Many  readers  may  prefer  the  dramatic  or  literary  merit  of  Mr.  Senior's  '  Con- 
versations '  to  their  historical  interest,  but  it  is  impossible  to  insert  extracts  of  such 
length  as  to  represent  the  spirit,  the  finish,  and  the  variety  of  a  book  which  is 
throughout  entertaining  and  instructive." — Saturday  Review. 

CONVERSATIONS  with  M.  Thiers,  M.  Guizot, 

and  other  Distinguished  Persons,  during  the  Second  Empire.  By 
the  Late  Nassau  W.  Senior.  Edited  by  his  Daughter,  M.  C.  31. 
Simpson.    2  vols,  demy  Svo.     30s. 

-Vmong  other  persons  whose  conversations  are  recorded  in  these  volumes  are: 

King  Leopold;  the  Due  de  Broglie;  Lord  Cowley;  Counts  Arrivabene.   Cor- 
celle, Daru,   Flahault,  Kergolay,  Montalembert;   Generals  Lamoriciere  and 
Chrzanowski;    Sir  Henry  Ellis;    Messieurs  Ampere,  Beaumont,   Blanchard, 
Bouffet,  Auguste  Chevalier,  Victor  Cousin,  De  Witt,  Duchatel,  Ducpetiaux, 
Dumon,  Dussard,  Duvergier  de  Hauranne,  Leon  Faucher,  Frere-Orbau.  Grim- 
blot,  Gaizot,  Lafltte,  Labaume,  Lamartine,  Lanjuinais,  Mallac,  Manin,  Me'rimee, 
Mignet,  Jules  Mohl,  Montanelli,   Odillon-Barrot,   Quetelet,  Re'musat,   Eogier,' 
Kivet,  Rossini,  Horace    Say,  Thiers,  Trouve-Chauvel,  Villemain,  Wolowski- 
Mesdames  Circourt,  Comu,  Ristori,  &c. 
"This  new  series  of  Mr.  Senior's  'Conversations'  has  been  for  some  years  past 
known  in  manuscript  to  his  more  intimate  friends,  and  it  has  always  been  felt  that 
no  former  series  would  prove  more  valuable  or  important    Mr.  Senior  had  a  social 
position  which  gave  him  admission  into  the  best  literary  and  political  circles  of 
Paris.    He  was  a  cultivated  and  sensible  man,  who  knew  how  to  take  full  advan- 
tage of  such  an  opening.    And  above  all,  he  had  by  long  practice  so  trained  his 
memory  as  to  enable  it  to  recall  all  the  substance,  and  often  the  words,  of  the  long 
conversations  which  he  was  always  holding.    These  conversations  he  wrote  dowu 
with  a  surprising  accuracy,  and  then  handed  the  manuscript  to  his  friends,  that 
they  might  correct  or  modify  his  report  of  what  they  had  said.     This  book  thus 
contains  the  opinions  of  eminent  men  given  in  the  freedom  of  conversation,  and 
afterwards  carefully  revised.    Of  their  value  there  cannot  be  a  question.  The  book 
is  one  of  permanent  historical  interest.    There  is  scarcely  a  page  without  some 
memorable  statement  by  some  memorable  man.  Politics  and  society  and  literature 
— the  three  great  interests  that  make  up  life — are  all  discussed  in  turn,  and  there  is 
nodiscussion  which  is  unproductive  of  weighty  thought  or  striking  ia,ct.''—At/tenaium. 
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HISTORY  OF  TWO  QUEENS:     CATHARINE 

OF  ARAGON  and  ANNE  BOLEYN.  By  W.  Hepworth  Dixon. 
Second  Edition.     Vols.  1  &  2.    Demy  8vo.    30s. 

"In  two  handsome  volumes  Mr.  Dixon  here  gives  us  the  first  instalment  of  a 
new  historical  work  on  a  most  attractive  subject.  The  book  is  in  many  respects  a 
favourable  specimen  of  Mr.   Dixon's  powers.    It  is  the  most  painstaking  and 

elaborate  that  he  has  yet  written On  the  whole,  we  may  say  that  the  book 

is  one  which  will  sustain  the  reputation  of  its  author  as  a  writer  of  great  power 
and  versatility,  that  it  gives  a  new  aspect  to  many  an  old  subject,  and  presents  in 
H.  very  striking  light  some  of  the  most  recent  discoveries  in  English  history." — 
A  thenxum. 

"In  these  volumes  the  author  exhibits  in  a  signal  manner  his  special  powers 
and  finest  endowments.  It  is  obvious  that  the  historian  has  been  at  especial  pains 
to  justify  his  reputation,  to  strengthen  his  hold  upon  the  learned,  and  also  to 
extend  his  sway  over  the  many  who  prize  an  attractive  style  and  interesting  narra- 
tive more  highly  than  laborious  research  and  philosophic  insight.'' — Morning  Post. 

"The  thanks  of  all  students  of  English  history  are  due  to  Mr.  Hepworth  Dixon 
for  his  clever  and  original  work,  'History  of  two  Queens.'  The  book  is  a  valuable- 
contribution  to  English  history."— Z)at7y  News. 

VOLS.  HI.  &  IV.  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  TWO 

QUEENS :  CATHARINE  OF  ARAGON  and  ANNE  BOLEYN. 

By  W.  Hepworth  Dixon.    Second  Edition.   Demy  8yo.     Price  30s. 

Completing  tlie  Work. 
"  These  concluding  volumes  of  Mr.  Dixon's  '  History  of  two  Queens  '  will  be  per- 
used with  keen  interest  by  thousands  of  readers.  "Whilst  no  less  valuable  to  the- 
student,  they  will  be  far  more  enthralling  to  the  general  reader  than  the  earlier 
half  of  the  history.  Every  page  of  what  may  be  termed  Anne  Boleyu's  story  affords 
a  happy  illustration  of  the  author's  vivid  and  picturesque  style.  The  work  should 
be  found  in  every  library."— Po5i. 

HISTORY    OF    WILLIAM    PENN,    Founder   of 

Pennsylvania.   By  "W.  Hepworth  Dixon.   A  New  Librart  Edition 

1  vol.  demy  8vo,  with  Portrait.  12s. 
"  Mr.  Dixon's  '  William  Penn '  is,  perhaps,  the  best  of  his  books.  He  has  now  re<- 
vised  and  issued  it  with  the  addition  of  much  fresh  matter.  It  is  now  offered  in  a 
sumptuous  volume,  matching  with  Mr.  Dixon's  recent  books,  to  a  new  generation  of 
readers,  who  will  thank  Mr.  Dixon  for  his  interesting  and  instructive  memoir  of 
one  of  the  worthies  of  England."— £';ra??Jtner. 

VOLS.  III.  &  IV.  OF  HER  MAJESTY'S  TOWER. 

By  W.  HEPWORTH  DIXON.  DEDICATED  BY  EXPRESS 
PERMISSION  TO  THE  QUEEN.  Completing  the  ^York.  Third 
Edition.     Demy  8vo.    30s. 

FREE  RUSSIA.  By  W.  Hepworth  Dixon.    TJiird 

Edition.    2  vols.  8vo,  with  Coloured  Illustrations.     30s. 
"Mr.  Dixon's  book  will  be  certain  not  only  to  interest  but  to  please  its  readers 
and  it  deserves  to  do  so.    It  contains  a  great  deal  that  is  worthy  of  attention,  and 
is  likely  to  produce  a  very  useful  effect." — Saturday  Review. 

THE    SWITZERS.      By  W.  Hepworth  Dixon. 

Third  Edition.     1  vol.  demy  8vo.     15s. 
"  A  lively,  interesting,  and  altogether  novel  book  on  Switzerland.    It  is  full  of 
valuable  information  on  social,  political,  and  ecclesiastical  questions,  and,  like  all. 
Mr.  Dixon's  hooks,  is  eminently  readable."— Z?a j7y  News. 
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PLAYS,  PLAYERS,  AND  PLAYHOUSES,  AT 

HO:\IE  AND  ABROAD  ;  ^YITH  Axecdotes  of  the  Drj^ix  axd  t^e 
Stage.     By  Lord  William  Pitt  Lexxox.   2  vols,  crown  8vo.   21?. 

"  Lord  WLHiam' Lennox's  gossiping  volumes  will  be  read  with  great  interest. 
They  embrace  notes  concerning  Peg  "Woffington,  Mrs.  Jordan,  G.  F.  Cooke,  the 
Infant  Eoscius.  T.  P.  Cooke,  Mrs.  Honey.  Eomeo  Coates,  Alfred  Bmin.  the  Kem- 
bles,  Edmtind  Kean.  Liston,  Braham,  Young,  Grimaldi,  Mrs.  Billiugton.  Morton, 
Colman,  Planche,  Sheridan  Knowles.  Theodore  Hook,  ^ilark  Lemon,  Palgrave 
Simpson,  Byron,  Bumand,  Arthur  Cecil  Toole,  Comey  Grain,  Irving,  and  many 
others.  A  vast  amount  of  curious  information  and  anecdote  has  been  gathered 
together  in  these  pleasant,  readable  volumes." — .Sundau  Times. 

"  These  volumes  are  full  of  good  stories  and  anecdotes,  told  with  remarkable 
spirit,  and  will  be  a  treasure  to  playgoers."' — Graphic. 

"The  lover  of  the  stage  will  find  a  host  of  interesting  and  amusing  passage?, 
let  him  dip  into  these  volumes  wherever  he  wilL"" — Era. 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.      Second 

Series.     By  Edward  "Walford,  M.A.     2  vols,  crown  8vo.     21s. 
€oxTENTS :— The  Old  Countess  of  Desmond,  The  Edgcumbes  of  Edgcumbe  and 
Cothole,  The  Lynches  of  Galway,  A  Cadet  of  the  Plantagenets,  The  Proud 
Duke  of  Somerset,  Ladv  Kilsvth,  The  Dalzells  of  Camwath,  The  Ladies  of 
Llangollen,  The  Foxes,  The  Stuarts  of   Traquair,  Belted  "Will  Howard.  An 
Episode  in  the  House  of  Dundonald.  The  Ducal  House  of  Hamilton,  The 
Chief  of  Dundas,  The  Duke  of  Chandos  and  Princely  Canons,  The  Spencers 
and  Comptons,  All  the  Howards,  The  Lockharts  of  Lee,  A  Ghost  Story  in  the 
Noble  House  of  Beresford,  A  Tragedy  in  Pall  Mall,  An  Eccentric  Russell,  The 
Lady  of  Lathom  House,  Two  Royal  Marriages  in  the  Last  Century,  The 
Boyles.  The  Merry  Duke  of  Montagu,  The  Romance  of  the  Earldom  of  Hun- 
tingdon, Lady  Hester  Stanhope,  The  Countess  of  Xithsdale,  The  Romance  of 
the  Earldom  of  Mar.  Margaret  Duchess  of  Newcastle,  Lord  Northington,  The 
Cutlers  of  Wentworth,  The  Earldom  of  Bridgewater,  The  Carews  of  Bedding- 
ton,  A  Chapter  on  the  Peerage,  The  Kirkpatricks  of  Closeburn,  The  Cliffords 
Earls  of  Cumberland.  The  Homes  of  Polwarth.  The  Ducal  House  of  Bedford. 
Tragedies  of  the  House  of  Innes.  The  Dujal  House  of  Leinster,  The  Royal 
House  of  Stuart,  The  Great  Douglas  Case,  The  Eadcliffes  of  Derwentwater. 
The  Rise  of  the  House  of  Hardwicke,  Field-Marshal  Keith. 
'■'•  The  social  rank  of  the  persons  whose  lives  and  characters  are  delineated  in 
this  work  and  the  inherent  romance  of  the  stories  it  embodies  will  ensure  it  a 
widespread  popularity.    Many  of  the  papers  possess  an  engrossing  and  popular 
interest,  while  all  of  them  may  be  read  with  pleasure  and  profit'"— ir.raHii"«er. 

DLIRY  OF  A  TOUR  IN  SWEDEN,  NORWAY, 

AND  RUSSIA,  IX  1827.  By  The  iL^cmoxEss  of  Westmixster. 
1  vol.  demy  8vo.  los. 
"A  bright  and  lively  record.  So  pleasantly  are  the  letters  written  which  Lady 
"U'estminster  sent  home,  that  her  book  is  most  agreeable;  and  it  has  this  special 
merit,  that  it  brings  clearly  before  us  a  number  of  the  great  people  of  former 
days,  royal  and  imperial  personages,  whose  intimate  acquaintance  the  traveller's 
rank  enabled  her  to  make.'" — Athenosum. 

*'  A  very  agreeable  and  instructive  yolvjne."— Saturday  Review. 

OUR  HOLIDAY  IN  THE  EAST.  By  Mrs.  George 

SuMXER.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  G.  H.  Sumxtir,  Hon.  Canon  of  ^Vinchcs- 
ter,  Rector  of  Old  Alresford,  Hants,     8vo,  with  Illustrations.     15s. 

" '  Our  Holiday  in  the  East '  may  take  its  place  among  the  earnest  and  able 
books  recording  personal  travel  and  impressions  in  those  lands  which  are  conse- 
crated to  us  by  their  identification  with  Bible  history:'— Daily  Tchgraph. 

"A  most  charming  narrative  of  a  tour  in  the  East  amongst  scenes  of  the  deep- 
est interest  to  the  Christian.  No  one  can  rise  from  the  perusal  of  this  fascinating 
volume  without  the  pleasant  conviction  of  having  obtained  much  valuable  aid  for 
the  study  of  the  inspired  narrative  of  Our  Blessed  Lords  ]iiQ:'— Record. 

"  An  attractive  volume,  which  is  very  agreeable  reading." — John  Bull. 
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MONSIEUR   GUIZOT   in   Private   Life  (1787- 

ISTi).  By  His  Daughter,  Madame  de  Witt.  Translated  by  Mrs. 
Simpson.     1  vol.  demy  8vo.     15s. 

"Madame  de  Witt  has  done  justice  to  her  father's  memory  in  an  admirable  re- 
cord of  his  life.  Mrs.  Simpsons  translation  of  this  singularly  interesting  book  is 
in  accuracy  and  grace  worthy  of  the  original  and  of  the  subject."— ,Sa<«/-cZa(/  Review. 

"This  book  was  well  worth  translating.  Mrs.  Simpson  has  written  excellent 
English,  while  preserving  the  spirit  of  the  French."— 77(c  Times. 

"  M.  Guizot  stands  out  in  the  pages  of  his  daughter's  excellent  biography  a  dis- 
tinct and  life-like  figure.  lie  is  made  to  speak  to  us  in  his  own  person.  The  best 
part  of  the  book  consists  of  a  number  of  his  letters,  in  which  he  freely  unfolds  his 
feelings  and  opinions,  and  draws  with  unconscious  boldness  the  outUnes  of  his 
forcible  and  striking  character."- P«//  3Icdl  Gazette. 

THE  VILLAGE  OF  PALACES ;  or,  Chronicles  of 

Chelsea.    By  the  Rev.  A.  G.  L'Estrange.    2  vols,  crown  8vo.    21s. 

"  Mr.  L'Estrange  has  much  to  tell  of  the  various  public  institutions  associated 
with  Chelsea.  Altogether  his  volumes  show  some  out-of-the-way  research,  and 
are  written  in  a  lively  and  gossipping  style."— The  Times. 

"  These  volumes  are  pleasantly  written  and  fairly  mterest\ng."—At?ienieiim. 

":\Ir.  L'Estrange  tells  us  much  that  is  interesting  about  Chelsea.  We  take 
leave  of  this  most  charming  book  with  a  hearty  recommendation  of  it  to  our 
rea.(\evs."'— Spectator. 

"  One  of  the  best  gossiping  topographies  since  Leigh  Hunt's  'Old  Court  Suburb.' 
So  many  persons  of  note  have  lived  in  Chelsea  that  a  book  far  less  carefully  com- 
piled than  this  has  been  could  not  fail  to  be  amusing."— Zic<////  Telegraph. 

"  Every  inhabitant  of  Chelsea  will  welcome  this  remarkably  interesting  work. 
It  sheds  a  flood  of  light  upon  the  past;  and,  while  avoiding  the  heaviness  of 
most  antiquarian  works,  gives,  in  the  form  of  a  popular  and  amusing  sketch,  a 
complete  history  of  this  '  Village  of  Palaces.'  "—Chelsea  News 

AN  ACTOR    ABROAD ;    or,  Gossip,  Dramatic, 

Narrative,  and   Descriptive  :     From   the   Recollections   of   an 
Actor  in  Australia,   New  Zealand,  the   Sandwich  Islands,   Cali- 
fornia, Nevada,  Central  America,  and  New  York.     By  Edmund 
Leathes.     Demy  8vo.     15s. 
"'An  Actor  Abroad'  is  a  bright  and  pleasant  volume— an  eminently  readable 
book.    Mr.  Leathes  has  the  great  merit  of  being  never  dull.    He  has  the  power  of 
telling  a  story  clearly  and  pointedly.''— 5a/M?-(/fl?/  Eevieu: 
"  A  readable,  gossipping,  agreeable  record." — Era. 

RORAIMA  AND    BRITISH    GUIANA,    with    a 

Glance  at  Bermuda,  the  West  Indies,  and  the  Spanish  Main.  By 
J.  W.  Boddam-Whetham.    8vo.    With  Map  and  Illustrations.    ]  ys. 

"The  author  has  succeeded  in  producing  an  interesting  and  readable  book  of 
travels.  His  remarks  on  every-day  life  in  the  tropics,  his  notes  on  the  geography 
and  natural  history  of  the  countries  he  visited,  and,  above  all,  his  vivid  descrip- 
tions of  scenery,  combine  to  form  a  record  of  adventure  which  in  attractiveness  it 
will  not  be  easy  to  surpass." — Athenaiim. 

"Mr.  Whetham  travelled  in  portions  of  Guiana  little  known,  meeting  with  many 
adventures,  seeing  many  strange  sights,  and  taking  notes  which  have  furnished 
matter  for  a  book  of  fascinating  interest."— Z>«/7)/  Neics. 

CELEBRITIES   I  HAVE  KNOAVN.      By  Lord 

William  Pitt  Lennox.    Second  Series.    2  volumes  demy  8vo.    30s . 
"  This  new  series  of  Lord  William  Lennox's  reminiscences  is  fully  as  entertain- 
ing as  the  preceding  one.    Lord  William  makes  good  use  of  an  excellent  memory, 
and  he  writes  easily  and  pleasantly."— Pa//  Mall  Gazette. 
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HOLIDAYS  IN  EASTERN  FRANCE ;   Sketches 

of  Travel  in  Champagne,  Fraxchk-Comte,  the  Jura,  the  Valley  of 
the  DouBS,  &c.     By  M.  Beth.ajsi-Edwards.   8vo.  lUustrations.  15s. 
"Miss  Edwards' present  volume,  written  in  the  same  pleasant  style  as  that  which 
described  her  wanderings  in  Western  France,  is  so  much  the  more  to  be  recom- 
mended that  its  contents  are  fresher  and  more  novoL" — Saturday  Revieic. 

"Readers  of  this  work  -will  find  plenty  of  fresh  information  about  some  of  the 
most  delightful  parts  of  France.  The  descriptions  of  scenery  are  as  graphic  as  the 
sketches  of  character  are  lifelike."— C^ode. 

ROUND  THE  WORLD  IN  SIX  MONTHS.      By 

Lieut. -CoLOXEL  E.  S.  Bridges,  Grenadier  Guards.    1  vol.  8vo.    15s. 

"  The  author  may  be  congratulated  on  his  success,  for  his  pages  are  light  and 
pleasant.     The  volume  wiirbe  found  both  amusing  and  nsefal'^—Atfienxum. 

"  Colonel  Bridges'  book  has  the  merit  of  being  lively  and  readable.  His  advice 
to  future  travellers  may  be  found  serviceable." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

A  LEGACY :  Being  the  Life  and  Remains  of  John 

:Martix,  Schoolmaster    and  Poet.     "Written    and   Edited   by   the 

Author  of  "  John  Halifax."  2  vols,  crovrn  8vo.  With  Portrait.  21s. 

"A  remarkable  book.      It  records  the  life,  work,  aspirations,  and  death  of  a 

schoolmaster  and  poet,  of  lowly  birth  but  ambitious  soul.      His  writings  brim  v^-ith 

vivid  thought,  touches  of  poetic  sentiment,  and  trenchant  criticism  of  men  and 

books,  expressed  in  scholarly  language." — Guardian. 

"Mrs.  Craik  has  related  a  beautiful  and  pathetic  story— a  story  of  faith  and 
courage  on  the  part  of  a  young  and  gifted  man,  who  might  under  other  circumstance.*? 
have  won  a  place  in  literature.  The  story  is  one  worth  reading." — Fall  Mall  Gazette. 

LIFE  OF  MOSCHELES ;  with  Selections  from 

HIS    diaries   and    correspondence.      By    His  Wife. 

2  vols,  large  post  8vo,  with  Portrait.  24s. 
"Thishfe  of  Moscheles  will  be  a  valuable  book  of  reference  for  the  musical  his- 
torian, for  the  contents  extend  over  a  period  of  threescore  years,  commencing  with 
179-Jr,  and  ending  at  1870.  We  need  scarcely  state  that  all  the  portions  of  Mosche- 
les' diary  which  refer  to  his  intercourse  with  Beethoven,  Hummel,  Weber,  Czerny, 
Spontini,  Eossini,  Auber,  Hale'vv,  Schumann,  Cherubini,  Spohr.  Mendelssohn,  F. 
David,  Chopin,  J  B.  Cramer  Clement!,  John  Field,  Habeneck,  Hauptmann.  Kalk- 
brenner,  Kiesewetter.  C.  Klingeraann,  Lablache,  Dragonetti,  Sontag,  Persiani, 
Malibran,  Paganini,  Eachel,  Ronzi  de  Begnis,  De  Beriot,  Ernst,  Donzelli,  Cinti- 
Damoreau,  Chelard,  Bochsa,  Laporte,  Charles  Kemble,  Baton  (Mrs.  Wood), 
Schrcider-Devrient,  Mrs.  Siddons,  Sir  H.  Bishop,  Sir  G.  Smart,  Staudigl,  Thalberg, 
Berlioz,  Velluti,  C.  Young,  Balfe,  Braham,  and  many  other  artists  of  note  in  their 
time,  will  recall  a  flood  of  recollections.  It  was  a  delicate  task  for  Madame  Mos- 
cheles to  select  from  the  diaries  in  reference  to  living  persons,  but  her  extracts  have 
been  judiciously  made.  Moscheles  writes  fairly  of  what  is  called  the  '  Music  of  the 
Future' audits  disciples,  and  his  judgments  on  Herr  Wagner,  Dr  Liszt,  Ruben- 
stein,  Dr  von  Biilow,  Litolff,  &c.,  whether  as  composers  or  executants,  are  in  a 
liberal  spirit.  He  recognizes  cheerfully  the  talents  of  our  native  artists ;  Sir  S. 
Bennett,  Mr  Macfarren,  Madame  Goddard,  Mr  J.  Barnett,  Mr  HuUah,  ilr  A.  Sul- 
livan, &c.    The  volumes  are  full  of  amusing  anecdotes." — Athenxum. 

COACHING  ;  With  Anecdotes  of  the  Road.    By 

Lord  AVilliam  Pitt  Lennox.  Dedicated  to  His  Grace  the 
Duke  of  Beaufort,  K.G.,  President,  and  the  Members  of 
the  Coaching  Club.     1  vol.  demy  8vo.     15s. 

•'  Lord  William's  book  is  genial,  discursive,  and  gossipy.  We  are  indebted  to  the 
author's  personal  recollections  for  some  lively  stories,  and  pleasant  sketches  of 
some  of  the  more  famous  dragsmen.  Altogether  his  volume,  with  the  variety  of 
its  contents,  will  be  found  pleasant  reading."— PaK  Mall  Gazette. 
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MESSES.    HURST    AND    BLACKETT'S 

NEW  WORKS— Continued. 


WORDS    OF    HOPE    AND     COMFORT     TO 

THOSE  IN  SORROW.  Dedicated  by  Permission  to  The  Queen. 
Fourth  Edition.      1  vol.  small  4to,  5s.  bound. 

"These  letters,  the  work  of  a  pure  and  devout  spirit,  deserve  to  And  many 
readers.  They  are  greatly  superior  to  the  average  of  what  is  called  religious 
literature." — A  thenseum. 

"The  writer  of  the  tenderly-conceived  letters  in  this  volume  was  Mrs.  Julius 
Hare,  a  sister  of  Mr.  Maurice.  They  are  instinct  with  the  devout  submissiveness 
and  fine  sympathy  which  we  associate  with  the  name  of  Maurice ;  but  in  her  there 
is  added  a  winningness  of  tact,  and  sometimes,  too,  a  directness  of  language,  which 
we  hardly  find  even  in  the  brother.  The  letters  were  privately  printed  and  circu- 
lated, and  were  found  to  be  the  source  of  much  comfort,  which  they  cannot  fail 
to  afford  now  to  a  wide  circle.  A  sweetly-conceived  memorial  poem,  bearing 
tbe  well-known  initials,  'E.  H.  P.',  gives  a  very  faithful  outline  of  the  life." — British 
Quarterly  Revieio. 

"  This  touching  and  most  comforting  work  is  dedicated  to  The  Queex,  who  took 
a  gracious  interest  in  its  flrst  appearance,  when  printed  for  private  circulation,  and 
found  comfort  in  its  pages,  and  has  now  commanded  its  publication,  that  the 
world  in  general  may  profit  by  it.  A  more  practical  and  heart-stirring  appeal  to 
the  afflicted  we  have  never  examined." — Standard. 

THE  YOUTH  OF  QUEEN  ELIZABETH.   Edited, 

from  tlie  French  of  L.  Weesener,  by  Charlotte  jM.  Yonge,  Author 
of  "  The  Heir  of  Redclyffe,"  &c.  2  vols,  crown  8vo.  21s. 
"M.  Wiesener  is  to  be  complimented  on  the  completeness,  accuracy,  and  re- 
search shown  in  this  work.  He  has  drawn  largely  on  the  French  Archives,  the 
Public  Record  Office,  and  British  Museum,  for  information  contained  in  original 
documents,  to  some  of  which  notice  is  directed  for  the  first  time.  M.  Wiesener's 
work  is  well  worth  translating.  Miss  Yonge  appears  to  have  successfully  accom.. 
plished  the  task  which  she  has  undertaken." — Atlienxum. 

THE   SEA  OF  MOUNTAINS :  An  Account  of 

Lord  Dufferin's  Tour  through  British  Columbia  in  1876.  By 
MoLTNEUx  St.  John.    2  vols.  With  Portrait  of  Lord  Dufferin.  21s. 

A  YOUNG  SQUIRE  OF  THE  SEVENTEENTH 

CENTURY,  from  the  Papers  of  CHRisTorHER  Jeaffreson,  of  Dul- 
lingham  House,  Cambridgeshire.  Edited  by  John  Cordy  Jeaffre- 
son, Author  of  "A  Book  about  Doctors,"  &c.   2  vols,  crown  8vo.   21s. 

OUR  BISHOPS  AND  DEANS.      By  the  Rev.  F. 

Arnold,  B.A.,  late  of  Christ  Church,  Oxford.     2  vols.  8vo.     30s. 

LIFE  OF  THE  RT.  HON.  SPENCER  PERCEVAL  ; 

Includmg  His  Correspondence.  By  His  Grandson,  Spexckr  Wal- 
POLE.     2  vols.  8vo.    With  Portrait.     30s. 

HISTORIC  CHATEAUX:  Blois,  Fontainebleau, 

ViNCENNEs.  By  Lord  Lamington.     1  vol.  Svo.     15s. 
"A  very  interesting  voluma." — Times. 

THE  THEATRE  FRANCAIS  IN  THE  REIGN 

OF  LOUIS  XY.     By  Lord  Lamingtox.     1  vol.  demy  Svo.     15s. 

RECOLLECTIONS  of  COLONEL  DE  GONNE- 

VILLE.  Edited  from  the  French  by  Charlotte  M.  Yonge, 
Author  of  the  "Heir  of  Redclyffe,"  i'c.     2  vols,  crown  Svo.     2is. 
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LONDONIAXA.      By    Edward   Walford,  M.A., 

Author  of  •'  The  County  Famihes,"  &c.     2  vols,  crown  8vo.     2l3. 
"A  highly  interesting  and  entertaining  book.    It  bristles  with  anecdotes  and 
amusing  sketches." — Court  Journal. 

MEMOIRS  OF  GEORGIANA.  LADY  CHATTER- 

TOX;  With  some  Passages  from   her    Diary,     By  E.   Hexeage 
Derixg.     1  vol.  demy  8vo.     los. 

HISTORY   OF    ENGLISH   HUMOUR.     By  the 

Rev.  A.  G.  L'EsTRANGE.     2  vols,  crown  8vo.     21$. 

ACROSS  CENTRAL  AMERICA.    By  J.  W.  Bod- 

dam-Whetham.     8vo.    With  Illustrations,     los. 

A  MAN   OF  OTHER  DAYS  :    Recollections  of  the 

Maeqos  de  Beauregard.     Edited,  from  the  French,  by  Charlotte 
M.  YoNGE,  Author  of  "  The  Heir  of  Redclyffe,"  <tc.     2  vols.     21s. 

MY  YEAR  IN  AN  INDIAN  FORT.     By  Mrs. 

Guthrie.     2  vols,  crown  8vo.     With  Illustrations.     2l3. 

THROUGH    FRANCE    AND     BELGIUM,     BY 

-RIYY.R  AND  CAXAL,  IX  THE  STEA^^t  YACHT   "  YTEXE." 
By  W.  J.  C.  MoE>-s,  R.Y.Y.C.    1  vol.  8vo.   With  niustrations.    15s. 

MY  YOUTH,  BY  SEA  AND  LAND,  from  1809  to 
1816.  By  Charles  Loftus,  formerly  of  the  Royal  Navy, 
late  of  the  Coldstream  Guards.      2  vols,  crown  8vo.    21s. 

MY  LIFE,  FROM  1815  to  1849.   By  Charles  Loftus, 

formerly   of  the  Royal   Xavy,   late   of   the   Coldstream   Guards. 
Author  of  "  My  Youth  by  Sea  and  Land."    2  vols.  cro\sTi  8vo.    21s. 

A  BOOK  ABOUT  THE  TABLE.   By  J.  C. 

Jeatfresox.     2  vols.  8vo.     30s. 

COSITAS  ESPANOLAS ;  or,  Every-day  Life  ix 

Spaix.    By  Mrs.  Harvey,  of  Ickwell-Bury.  2nd  Edition.  8vo.  15s. 

PEARLS  OF  THE  PACIFIC.  By  J.  W.  Boddam- 
Whetham.     1  vol.  demy  8vo,  with  S  niustrations.     15s. 

TURKISH  HAREMS  &  CIRCASSIAN  HOMES. 

By  Mrs.  Harvey,  of  Ickwell-Bury.     8vo.     Second  Edition,     los. 

MEMOIRS  OF  QUEEN  HORTENSE,  MOTHER 

of  XAPOLEOX  III.     Cheaper  Edition,  in  1  vol.     6s. 

RECOLLECTIONS  OF  SOCIETY  IN  FRANCE 

AXD  EXGLAXD.   By  Lady  Clementina  Davies.  2nd  Edition.  2  v. 

THE    EXILES    AT    ST.  GERMAINS.      By  the 

Author  of  "  The  Ladye  Shakerley."     1  vol.     7s.  6d.  bound. 
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A  MAN'S   MISTAKE.     By   the   Author    of    *' St, 

Olavc'ri,"  "  Jiinita'ri  Cross,"  &c.     3  vols. 

IVY :  COUSIN  AND  BKIDE.     By  Percy  Greg, 

Autlior  of  "  Errant,"  &c.     3  vols. 

TOO  FAST  TO  LAST.    By  Johx  Mills,  Author  of 

"  The  01(1  English  Gentleman,"  d'c.     3  vols.     (7»  Ainjvst.) 

WANTED,  AN  HEIR.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis,  Author  of 

"  A  Very  Opal,"  &c.     3  vols. 

RESEDA.     By  Mrs.  Randolph,  Author  of  '^  Geu- 

tianella,"  &c.     3  vols. 

"  This  story  is  charmingly  told,  and  promises  to  be  one  of  the  most  popular  of 
tlic  author's  novels/' — Sum/aii  Times. 

"There  is  much  that  is  clever  in  this  story,  both  in  the  way  of  character- 
painting  and  incident." — John  Bull. 

" '  Reseda '  is  pleasant  to  read,  and  will  sustain  its  author's  reputation.  It  is 
calculated  to  give  a  good  deal  of  pleasure  to  lovers  of  modern  llciion." — Post. 

LOVE,  HONOUR,  AND  OBEY.    By  Iza  Duffus 

Hardy,  Author  of  "  Glencairn,"  &c.     3  vols. 
"  A  very  clever  story.    It  is  likely  to  attract  many  readers."— /(j/j«  Bull. 
"  A  story  of  strong  interest  and  power.'' — Post. 

"The  best  novel  Miss  fiardy  lias  written.  The  interest  is  steadily  maintained 
to  the  end." — Sunday  Times. 

SYDNEY.     By   Geoegl\na  M.   CraHv,   Author  of 

"  Dorcas,"  "  Anno  Warwick,"  &c.     3  vols. 

"  There  is  much  to  commend  in  this  novel.  It  is  a  vez'y  pretty  storj-,  cleverly 
devised,  and  wholesomelj'  carried  out." — Sciturchqi  Pevieic. 

"Miss  Craik  has  treated  her  subject  with  great  freshness,  and  has  succeeded  in 
giving  a  marked  individuality  both  to  her  heroine  and  her  book.'" — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  '  Sydney '  is  one  of  the  best  of  Miss  Craik's  novels.  It  is  a  well-written,  pleas- 
ant storj',  and  a  highly  interesting  study  of  character."— ^^^  James's  Gazette. 

THE    FUTURE    MARQUIS.       By     Catharine 

Childar.     3  vols. 
"Miss  Childar's  story  is  exceedingly  readable."' — Acatlemn. 

"  An  interesting  story,  written  in  an  agreeable  manner.  It  ought  to  attain  con- 
siderable popularity." — John  Bull. 

BESIDE  THE  RIVER.    By  Mrs.  Macquoid,  Author 

of  "  Patty,"  "  In  the  Sweet  Spring  Time,"  &c.     3  vols, 

"  A  bright  and  pleasant  story." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  We  are  inclined  to  rank  this  as  the  best  of  Mrs.  Macquoid's  novels.  Her 
stories  are  always  entertaining." — Academy.  x 

"  This  book  is  well  worthy  of  being  read'.  It  is  full  of  invention,  and  not  a  little 
discrimination  of  character.'' — British  Quarterly  Eevieic. 

LOVE-KNOTS.     By  the  Author  of  "Ursulas  Love 

Story,"  "  Under  Temptation,"'  &c.     3  vols. 

"  There  is  a  good  deal  of  interest  in  these  cleverly-knitted  '  love-knots.'  ''— 
A  thenxum. 

"  A  pleasant,  healthy  novel,  full  of  life  and  spirit.  It  will  secure  a  large  number 
of  readers." — Sunday  Times. 
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AMONG  THE  HILLS.    By  E.  Frances  Poyxter, 

Author  of  "My  Little  Lady,"  &c.   ''2  vols. 

'•Miss  Poynter  has  undoubted  pow-er.  She  showed  this  in  her  first  novel.  '  ily 
Little  Lady  ' ;  she  has  proved  it  yet  again  in  her  new  venture,  'Among  the  Hills,' 
whi2h  is,  moreover,  a  distinct  advance  upon  its  predecessor.  The  author  has 
learned  to  handle  her  subject  with  a  firmer  grasp,  and  she  develops  her  narrative 
with  more  freedom  and  skill.  For  depth  and  sincerity  of  feeling,  quiet  pathos, 
and  good  taste,  'Among  the  Hills  '  may  take  rank  among  the  better-class  fictions 
01  the  day." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

'•  *  Among  the  Hills  '  deserves  high  praise  as  a  work  of  art.'" — Academy. 

"A  touching  and  powerful  story." — Spectator. 

HARRY  JOSCELYN.     By  Mrs.  Oliphaxt,  Author 

of  "  Chronicles  of  Carhngford,"'  &c.     3  vols. 

"  Mrs.  Oliphant  has  great  versatility  of  imagination,  and  a  happy  power  of  draw- 
ing on  her  memory  for  details  in  painting  both  people  and  places  after  nature. 
In  'Harry  Joscelyn  '  she  makes  judicious  use  of  sharp  and  telling  contrasts.  No- 
thing can  be  better  than  her  pictures  of  the  bleak  Cumberland  fells  and  their 
rough  inhabitants  except  her  clever  sketches  of  Anglo-Italian  life  in  Leghorn. 
Harry  himself  is  a  clever  and  interesting  study.'" — 7?ie  Times. 

"  This  book  is  very  clever  and  entertaining.  The  characters  are  good,  and  every 
page  abounds  in  those  little  touches  of  true  and  subtle  observation  in  which  Mrs. 
Oliphant  excels.'— PaZ?  Mali  Gazette. 

"Mrs.  Oliphant  presents  in  these  volumes  a  succession  of  studies,  worked  out 
with  great  care,  and  evidencing  her  own  peculiar  skill." — Saturday  Review. 

HIS    LITTLE    MOTHER,    and    Other   Tales    and 

Sketches.     By  the  Author  of  "  JoHx  Halif.^x."     1  vol.     10s.  Gd. 

"  This  is  an  interesting  book,  written  in  a  pleasant  manner,  and  full  of  shrewd 
observation  and  kindly  leeling.  It  is  a  book  that  will  be  read  with  interest,  and 
that  cannot  be  lightly  forgotten.'' — St.  James's  Gazette. 

"'His  Little  Mother'  is  one  of  those  pathetic  stories  which  the  author  tella 
better  than  anybody  else."' — John  Bull. 

"  "We  cordially  recommend  '  His  Little  Mother.'  The  ston,-  is  most  affecting. 
The  volume  is  full  of  lofty  sentiments  and  noble  aspirations,  and  none  can  help 
feeling  better  after  its  perusal."' — Court  Journal. 

STRICTL  r  TIED  UP.    By  the  Right  Hon.  A.  J.  B. 

Bere.sford  Hi.^pe,  3LP.     TJiird  and  Cheriper  Edition.     1  vol.     Gs. 

"  A  clever  story.  In  '  Strictly  Tied  Up '  we  have  vigorous  sketches  of  life  in 
very  different  circumstances  and  conditions.  "We  have  the  incisive  portraiture  of 
character  that  shows  varied  knowledge  of  mankin  1  We  have  a  novel,  besides, 
which  may  be  read  with  profit  as  well  as  pleasure,  for  the  author  deals  occasion- 
ally with  burning  topics  of  the  day."' — The  Times. 

"  '  Strictly  Tied  Up  '  is  entertaining.  It  is  in  every  sense  a  novel  conceived  in  a. 
light  and  happy  vein." — Athenceum. 

"A  cleverly  constructed  novel,  as  amusing  as  it  is  ingenious."— -Sf.  James's  Gazette. 

HER  DESERTS.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Eraser. 

S<-cond  Kdition.     3  vols. 
"A  striking  novel,  which  cannot  fail  to  engross  all  readers"— J/omzngf  Post. 

BERYL  FORTESCUE.    By  Lady  Duffus  Hardy, 

Author  of  "  Madge,"  &c.     3  vols. 

FIXED  AS  FATE.     By  Mrs.  HouSTOUN,  Author  of 

"  Recommended  to  Mercy,"  &c.     3  vols. 

IDONEA.      By   Anne    Beale,    Author    of    '-Fay 

Arlington,"  &c.     3  vols. 
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Published  annually,  in   One   Vol.,  royal  Svo,   with  the  Arms  beautifully 
engraved,  handsomely  bound,  with  gilt  edges,  price  31s.  6d. 

LODGERS     PEERAGE 

AND  BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED    BY   THE    NOBILITY. 

THE  FIFTIETH  EDITION  FOB   1881  IS  NOW  READY. 

Lodge's  Pkeraqe  and  Baronetage  is  acknowledged  to  be  the  most 
complete,  as  well  as  the  most  elegant,  work  of  the  kind.  As  an  esta- 
blished and  authentic  authority  on  all  questions  respecting  the  family 
histories,  honours,  and  connections  of  the  titled  aristocracy,  no  work  has 
ever  stood  so  high.  It  is  published  under  the  especial  patronage  of  Her 
Majesty,  and  is  annually  corrected  throughout,  from  the  personal  com- 
munications of  the  Nobility.  It  is  the  only  work  of  its  class  in  which,  the 
type  being  kept  constantly  standing,  every  correction  is  made  in  its  proper 
place  to  the  date  of  publication,  an  advantage  which  gives  it  supremacy 
over  all  its  competitors.  Independently  of  its  full  and  authentic  informa- 
tion respecting  the  existing  Peers  and  Baronets  of  the  realm,  the  most 
sedulous  attention  is  given  in  its  pages  to  the  collateral  branches  of  the 
various  noble  families,  and  the  names  of  many  thousand  individuals  are 
introduced,  which  do  not  appear  in  other  records  of  the  titled  classes.  For 
its  authority,  correctness,  and  facility  of  arrangement,  and  the  beauty  of 
its  typography  and  binding,  the  work  is  justly  entitled  to  the  place  it 
occupies  on  the  tables  of  Her  Majesty  and  the  Nobility. 


LIST  OF  THE  PRINCIPAL  CONTENTS. 

The  Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  England 
and  Ireland. 

The  Baronetage  alphabetically  arranged. 

Alphabetical  List  of  Surnames  assumed  by 
members  of  Noble  Families. 

Alphabetical  List  of  the  Second  Titles  of 
Peers,  usually  borne  by  their  Eldest 
Sons. 

Alphabetical  Index  to  the  Daughters  of 
Dukes,  Marquises,  and  Earls,  who,  hav- 
ing married  Commoners,  retain  the  title 
of  Lady  before  their  own  Christian  and 
their  Husband's  Surnames. 

Alphabetical  Index  to  the  Daughters  of 
Viscounts  and  Barons,  who,  having 
married  Commoners,  are  styled  Honour- 
able Mrs. ;  and,  in  case  of  the  husband 
being  a  Baronet  or  Knight.  Hon.  Lady. 
A  List  of  the  Orders  of  Knighthood. 

Mottoes  alphabetically  arranged  and  trans- 
lated. 


Historical  View  of  the  Peerage. 

Parliamentary  Roll  of  the  House  of  Lords. 

English,  Scotch,  and  Irish  Peers,  in  their 
oi'ders  of  Precedence. 

Alphabetical  List  of  Peers  of  Great  Britain 
and  the  United  Kingdom,  holding  supe- 
rior rank  in  the  Scotch  or  Irish  Peerage. 

A  Iphabetical  list  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
holding  superior  titles  in  the  Peerage  of 
Great  Britain  and  the  United  Kingdom. 

A  Collective  list  of  Peers,  in  their  order  of 
Precedence. 

Table  of  Precedency  among  Men. 

Table  of  Precedency  among  Women. 

The  Queen  and  the  Royal  Family. 

Peers  of  the  Blood  Royal. 

The  Peerage,  alphabetically  arranged. 

Families  of  such  Extinct  Peers  as  have  left 
Widows  or  Issue. 

Alphabetical  List  of  the  Surnames  of  all  the 
Peers. 


"This  work  is  the  most  perfect  and  elaborate  record  of  the  living  and  recently  de- 
ceased members  of  the  Peerage  of  the  Three  Kingdoms  as  it  stands  at  this  day.  It  is 
a  most  useful  publication.  We  are  happy  to  bear  testimony  to  the  fact  that  scrupulous 
accuracy  is  a  distinguishing  feature  of  this  book." — Times. 

"  Lodge's  Peerage  must  supersede  all  other  works  of  the  kind,  for  two  reasons:  first,  it 
is  on  a  better  plan ;  and  secondly,  it  is  better  executed.  We  can  safely  pronounce  it  to  be 
ihe  readiest,  the  most  useful,  and  exactest  of  modern  works  on  the  subject" — Spectator. 

"  A  work  of  great  value.  It  is  the  most  faithful  record  we  possess  of  the  aristo- 
cracy of  the  day."— Post. 

"  The  best  existing,  and,  we  believe,  the  best  possible  Peerage.  It  is  the  standard 
authority  on  the  subject." — Standard. 
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OF  CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF 

POPULAR    MODERN    WORKS, 

ILLUSTRATED   EY   SIR  J.  GILBERT,   MILLAIS,   HUNT,   LEECH,  FOSTER, 
POYXTER,  TENNIEL,  SANDYS,  HUGHES,  SAMBOURNE,  &C. 

Each  in  a  Single  Volnme,  elegantly  printed,  bonnd,  and  illnstrated,  price  5s. 

1.  SAM  SLICK'S  NATURE  AND  HUMAN  NATURE. 

"The  first  volume  of  Messrs.  Hurst  and  Blacketf  s  Standard  Library  of  Cheap  Editions 
forms  a  very  good  beginning  to  what  will  doubtless  be  a  very  successful  undertaking. 
'  Nature  and  Human  Nature' is  one  of  the  best  of  Sam  Slick's  witty  and  humorous 
productions,  and  is  well  entitled  to  the  large  circulation  which  it  cannot  fail  to  obtain 
in  its  present  convenient  and  cheap  shape.  The  volume  combines  with  the  great  recom- 
mendations of  a  clear,  bold  type,  and  good  paper,  the  lesser  but  attractive  merits  of 
being  well  illustrated  and  elegantly  bound."— /•o5(. 

2.  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN. 

•'  This  is  a  very  good  and  a  very  interesting  work.  It  is  designed  to  trace  the  career 
from  boyhood  to  age  of  a  perfect  man — a  Christian  gentleman;  and  it  abounds  in  inci- 
dent both  well  and  highly  wrought  Throughout  it  is  conceived  in  a  high  spirit,  and 
written  with  great  ability.  This  cheap  and  handsome  new  edition  is  worthy  to  pass 
freely  from  hand  to  hand  as  a  gift  book  in  many  households." — Examiner. 

3.  THE  CRESCENT  AND  THE  CROSS. 

BY  ELIOT  T^ARBURTOX. 
•'Independent  of  its  value  as  an  original  narrative,  and  its  useful  and  interesting 
information,  this  work  is  remarkable  for  the  colouring  power  and  play  of  fancy  with 
which  its  descriptions  are  enlivened.    Among  its  greatest  and  most  lasting  charms  is 
its  reverent  and  serious  spirit" — Quarterly  Review. 

4.  NATHALIE.     By  JULIA  KAVANAGH. 

"  'Nathalie'  is  Miss  Kavanagh's  best  imaginative  effort  Its  manner  is  gracious  and 
attractive.    Its  matter  is  good." — Athcnseum. 

5.  A  WOMAN'S  THOUGHTS  ABOUT  WOMEN. 

BY    THE  AUTHOR   OF   "JOHN   HALIFAX,   GEXTLEMAX." 
•'A  book  of  sound  counsel.    It  is  one  of  the  most  sensible  works  of  its  kind,  well- 
written,  true-hearted,  and  altogether  practical.    ^Vhoeve^  wishes  to  give  advice  to  a 
young  lady  may  thank  the  author  for  means  of  doing  so." — Examiner. 

6.  ADAM  GRAEME.     By  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"A  story  awakening  genuine  emotions  of  interest  and  delight  by  its  admirable  pic- 
tures of  Scottish  life  and  scenery.  The  author  sets  before  us  the  essential  attributes  of 
Christian  virtue,  with  a  delicacy,  power,  and  truth  which  can  hardly  be  surpassed,  "-fo.??. 

7.  SAM  SLICK'S  WISE  SAWS  &  MODERN  INSTANCES. 

•'  The  reputation  of  this  book  will  stand  as  long  as  that  of  Scott's  or  Bulwer's  Novels. 
Its  remarkable  originality  and  happy  descriptions  of  American  life  still  continue  the 
subject  of  universal  admiration." — Messenger. 

8.  CARDINAL  WISEMAN'S  RECOLLECTIONS  OF 
THE  LAST  FOUR  POPES. 

"  A  picturesque  book  on  Rome  and  its  ecclesiastical  sovereigns,  by  an  eloquent  Roman 
Catholic.  Cardinal  Wiseman  has  treated  a  special  subject  with  so  much  geniality,  thas 
his  recollections  will  excite  no  ill-feeling  in  those  who  are  most  conscientiously  opposed 
to  every  idea  of  human  infallibility  represented  in  Papal  domination." — Athenseum. 

9.  A  LIFE  FOR  A  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHX  HALIFAX,  GEXTLEMAX." 
"In  'A  Life  for  a  Life'  the  author  is  fortunate  in  a  good  subject,  and  has  produced  i 
work  of  strong  effect" — Athena'um. 

10.  THE  OLD  COURT  SUBURB.     By  LEIGH  HUNT. 

"A  delightful  book,  that  will  be  welcome  to  all  readers,  and  most  welcome  to  those- 
who  have  a  love  for  the  best  kinds  of  reading."— .Examiner. 
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11.  MARGARET  AND  HER  BRIDESMAIDS. 

"  We  recommend  all  who  are  in  search  of  a  fascinating  novel  to  read  this  work  for 
themselves.  They  will  find  it  well  worth  their  while.  There  are  a  freshness  and  ori- 
ginality about  it  quite  charming."— .dWi^Hieum. 

12.  THE  OLD  JUDGE.     By  SAM  SLICK. 

"The  publications  included  in  this  Library  have  all  been  of  good  quality;  many  give 
information  while  they  entertain,  and  of  that  class  the  book  before  us  is  a  specimen. 
The  manner  in  which  the  Cheap  Editions  forming  the  series  is  produced,  deserves 
•especial  mention.  The  paper  and  print  are  unexceptionable ;  there  is  a  steel  engraving 
in  each  volume,  and  the  outsides  of  them  will  satisfy  the  purchaser  who  likes  to  see 
books  in  handsome  uniform." — Examiner. 

13.  DARIEN.     By  ELIOT  WARBURTON. 

"This  last  production  of  the  author  of 'The  Crescent  and  the  Cross 'has  the  same 
QlementB  of  a  very  wide  popularity.    It  will  please  its  thousands."— ff^ote. 

14.  FAMILY  ROMANCE. 

BY  SIR  BERNARD  BURKE,  ULSTER  KING  OF  ARMS. 
"It  were  impossible  to  praise  too  highly  this  most  interesting  hook:'— Standard. 

15.  THE  LAIRD  OF  NORLAW.     By  MRS.  OLIPHANT 

"The  'Laird  of  Norlaw'  fully  sustains  the  author's  high  reputation."— 5««(/ay  Times 

16.  THE  ENGLISHWOMAN  IN  ITALY. 

"Mrs.  Gretton's  book  is  interesting,  and  full  of  opportune  instruction."— Ttm^i. 

17.  NOTHING  NEW. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"  'Nothing  New '  displays  all  those  superior  merits  which  have  made  'John  Halifax  ' 
•one  of  the  most  popular  works  of  the  day." — Post. 

18.  FREER'S  LIFE  OF  JEANNE  D'ALBRET. 

"Nothing  can  be  more  interesting  than  Miss  Freer's  story  of  the  life  of  Jeanne 
■D'Albret,  and  the  narrative  is  as  trustworthy  as  it  is  attractive. ' — Post. 

19.  THE  VALLEY  OF  A  HUNDRED  FIRES. 

Br  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "MARGARET  AND  HER  BRIDESMAIDS." 

"If  asked  to  classify  this  work,  we  should  give  it  a  place  between  'John  Halifax  'and 
'The  Caxtons.'"— <Sia/ictorci 

20.  THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  FORUM. 

BY  PETER  BURKE,  SERGEANT  AT  LAW. 
•'  A  work  of  singular  interest,  which  can  never  fail  to  ch^vm."— Illustrated  News. 

21.  ADELE.     By  JULIA  KAVANAGH. 

" '  Adele '  is  the  best  work  we  have  read  by  Miss  Kavanagh ;  it  is  a  charming  story, 
full  of  delicate  character-painting."— ^ «/*««««/«. 

22.  STUDIES  FROM  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
•'These  '  Studies  from  Life '  are  remarkable  for  graphic  power  and  observation.    The 
vbook  will  not  diminish  the  reputation  of  the  accomplished  author."— Saturday  Review. 

23.  GRANDMOTHER'S  MONEY. 

"We commend  Grandmother's  Money '  to  readers  in  search  of  a  good  novel  The 
characters  are  true  to  human  nature,  and  the  story  is  interesting.'"— At>ienieu7}i. 

24.  A  BOOK  ABOUT  DOCTORS.   By  J.  C.  JEAFFRESON. 

"  A  delightful  hook."— Athemeum.  "  A  book  to  be  read  and  re-read ;  fit  for  the  atudy 
as  well  as  the  drawing-room  table  and  the  circulating  lihi-M-Y."— Lancet. 
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25.  NO  CHUECH. 

"We  advise  all  who  have  the  opportunity  to  read  this  hoo^^"—At?i(nsntm. 

26.  MISTRESS  AND  MAID. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GEXTLEMAX." 
"A  good  wholesome  book,  giacefully  written,  and  as  pleasant  to  read  as  it  is  instruc- 
'•\e."—Athenoeum.     "  A  charming  tale  charmingly  told."— Standard. 

27.  LOST  AND  SAVED.     By  HON.  MRS.  NORTON. 

" '  Lost  and  Saved '  will  be  read  with  eager  interest    It  is  a  vigorous  noxeV'—Tt/nes 
"A  novel  of  rare  excellence.    It  is  Mrs.  Norton's  best  prose  worli."— £"xa/;jtVier. 

28.  LES  MISERABLES.     By  VICTOR  HUGO. 

AUTHORISED  COPYRIGHT  EXGLISH  TRAXSLATIOX. 
"The  merits  of  'Les  Miserables'  do  not  merely  consist  in  the  conception  of  it  as  a 
whole ;  it  abounds  with  details  of  miequalled  beauty.  iLYictor  Hugo  has  stamped  upon 
overy  page  the  hall-mark  of  g(^mns."— Quarterly  Ee'cieic. 

29.  BARBARA'S  HISTORY.     By  AMELIA  B.  EDWARDS. 

"  It  is  not  often  that  we  light  upon  a  novel  of  so  much  merit  and  interest  as  '  Barbara  s 
History.'  It  is  a  work  conspicuous  for  taste  and  literary  culture.  It  is  a  very  graceiul 
and  charming  book,  with  a  well-managed  story.  c!eariy-cut  characters,  and  semimenrs 
expressed  with  an  exquisite  elocution.    It  is  a  book  which  the  world  will  like." Times. 

30.  LIFE  OF  THE  REV.  EDWARD  IRVING. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHAXT. 
"  A  good  book  on  a  most  interesting  theme.''— Times. 

"  A  truly  interesting  and  most  affecting  memoir.  Irving's  Life  ought  to  have  a  niche 
in  every  gallery  of  religious  biography."— 5a?«7-(/av  Revieic. 

31.  ST.  OLAVE'S. 

"This  charming  novel  is  the  work  of  one  who  possesses  a  great  talent  for  writino-  as 
well  as  experience  and  knowledge  of  the  world.  '—Atfienoeum.  "' 

32-  SAM  SLICK'S  AMERICAN  HTIMOTJR. 

"Dip  where  you  will  into  this  lottery  of  fun,  you  are  sure  to  draw  out  a  prize  "—Pott 

33.  CHRISTIAN'S  MISTAKE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHX  HALIFAX,  GEXTLEMAX." 
"A  more  charming  story  has  rarely  been  written.    Even  if  tried  by  the  standard  c f 
the  Archbishop  of  York,  we  should  expect  that  even  he  would  pronounce  'Christians 
Mistake'  a  novel  without  n  fault' —rimei. 

34.  ALEC  FORBES.  By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD,  LL.D. 

•'No  account  of  this  story  would  give  any  idea  of  the  profound  interest  that  '^ervaJ^s 
the  work  from  the  first  page  to  the  \a.%t." —Athenoewn.  ^ 

35.  AGNES.     By  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

" '  Agnes '  is  a  novel  superior  to  any  of  Mrs.  Oliphanfs  former  wot^sS'— Athenaeum. 
"A  story  whose  pathetic  beauty  will  appeal  irresistibly  to  all  readers."— -/"oif. 

36.  A  NOBLE  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "JOHX  HALIFAX,  GEXTLEMAX." 

"This  is  one  of  those  pleasant  tales  in  which  the  author  of  'John  Halifax'  speaks 
out  of  a  generous  heart  the  purest  truths  of  life." — Examiner. 

37.  NEW  AMERICA.     By  HEP  WORTH  DIXON. 

"  k  very  interesting  book.    Mr.  Dixon  has  written  thoughtfully  and  yveW— Times 
"We  recommend  every  one  who  feels  any  interest  in  human  nature  to  read  ifr 
Dixons  very  interesting  book.'" — Saturday  Revietr. 

38.  ROBERT  FALCONER.  By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD. 

■' '  Eobert  Falconer '  is  a  work  brimful  of  life  and  humour  and  of  the  deepest  human 
interest  It  is  a  book  to  be  returned  to  again  and  again  for  the  deep  and  searchine 
knowledge  it  evinces  of  human  thoughts  and  ieelmgs."—At/ienceum. 
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30.  THE  WOMAN'S  KINGDOM. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR'  OF   "  JOHX  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
" '  The  Woman's   Kingdom '  sustains  the  author's  reputation  as  a  writer  of  the 
purest  and  noblest  kind  of  domestic  stories. — Athenxum. 

40.  ANNALS  OF  AN  EVENTFUL  LIFE. 

BY  GEORGE  WEBBE  DASENT,  D.C.L. 

"A  racy,  well-written,  and  original  novel.  The  interest  never  flags.  The  whole 
work  sparkles  with  wit  and  humour." — Quarterly  Review. 

41.  DAVID  ELGINBBOD.     By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD. 

•*  The  work  of  a  man  of  genius.    It  will  attract  the  highest  class  of  readers."— T^m^. 

42.  A  BRAVE  LADY.     By  the  Author  of  *' John  Halifax.'^ 

•A  very  good  novel;  a  thoughtful,  well- written  book,  showing  a  tender,  sympatby 
with  human  nature,  and  permeated  by  a  pure  and  noble  spirit" — Examiner. ' 

43.  HANNAH.     By  the  Author  of  "  Jolin  Halifax." 

"  A  very  pleasant,  healthy  story,  well  and  artistically  told.  The  book  is  sure  of  a 
wide  circle  of  readers.    The  character  of  Hannah  is  one  of  rare  beauty." — Standard. 

44.  SAM  SLICK'S  AMERICANS  AT  HOME. 

"This  is  one  of  the  most  amusing  books  that  we  ever  rea.^"— Standard. 

45.  THE  UNKIND  WORD. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
"The  author  of  'John  Halifax 'has  written  many  fascinating  stories,  but  we  can 
call  to  mind  nothing  from  her  pen  that  has  a  more  enduring  charm  than  the  gracefal 
sketches  in  this  work."— United  Service  Magazine. 

46.  A  ROSE  IN  JUNE.    By  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

•' '  A  Eose  in  June  '  is  as  pretty  as  its  title.  The  story  is  one  of  the  best  and  most 
touching  which  we  owe  to  the  industry  and  talent  of  Mrs.  Oliphant,  and  may  hold  its 
own  with  even  '  The  Chronicles  of  Carlingford.'  "—Times. 

47.  MY  LITTLE  LADY.     By  E.  F.  POYNTER. 

"  There  is  a  great  deal  of  fascination  about  this  boolc  The  author  writes  in  a  clear, 
unaffected  style;  she  has  a  decided  gift  for  depicting  character,  while  the  descriptions 
of  scenery  convey  a  distinct  pictorial  impression  to  the  reader." — Times. 

48.  PHCEBE,  JUNIOR.     By  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"This  novel  shows  great  knowledge  of  human  nature.  The  interest  goes  on 
growing  to  the  end.    Phoobe  is  excellently  drawn."— Times. 

49.  LIFE    OF    MARIE    ANTOINETTE. 

BY  PROFESSOR  CHARLES  DUKE  YONGE. 
"  \  work  of  remarkable  merit  and  interest,  which  will,  we  doubt  not,  become  the 
most  popular  English  history  of  ilario  Antoinette."— -S/w^a^or 
"This  book  is  well  written,  and  of  thrilling  inteveaV—AcaJemi/, 

50.    SIR  GIBBIE.     By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD,  LL.D. 

" » Sir  Gibbie  '  is  a  book  of  genius." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"This  book  has  power,  pathos,  and  humour.    There  is  not  a  character  which  is  not 

n,e,u».  ■_.»,»»„..  ^^    YOUNG  MRS.  JAEDINE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
"  'Young  Mrs.  Jardine '  is  a  pretty  story,  written  in  pure  English."— r/ie  Titnes. 
"  There  is  much  good  feeling  in  this  book.  It  is  pleasant  and  wholesome."— /K/i^nawm. 

.52.  LORD  BRACKENBURY.     By  AMELIA  B.  EDWARDS. 

"*A  very  readable  story.  The  author  has  well  conceived  the  purpose  of  high-class 
novel-writing,  and  succeeded  in  no  small  measure  in  attaining  it.  There  is  plenty  of 
variety  cheerful  dialogue,  and  general  'verve'  in  the  book."— ^^'(WJa'M/?^ 

"'Lord  Brackeubury'  is  pleasant  reading  from  beginning  to  en±"— Academy. 
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